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ACT  L 


S CEN E,  A  Street  in  ROME. 
Enter  FlaviuSjMaruilus,^;/ J  certain  Co7mnoners. 

F  L  A  V  I  us. 

HENCE;  home,  you  idle  creatures  get  you 
hdhie ; 
Is  this  a  holiday?  what!  know  you  not. 
Being  mechanical,  you  ought  not  walk 
Upon  a  labouring  day,  without  the  fign 
Of  your  profeflion  ?  fpeak,  what  trade  art  thou  ? 
Cur.  Why,  Sir,  a  carpenter. 
Mar,  Wheve  is  thy  feather  apron,  and  thy  rule  ? 
What  doft  thou  with  thy  bell  apparel  on  ? 
Yoa,  Sir,  — ^--k'  What  trade  are  you  ? 

Coh,  Truly,  Sir,  in  refpetl  of  a  line  workman,  I  am 
but,  as  you  would  fay,  a  cobler. 

Mar^  But  what  trade  art  thou  ?  anfwer  me  dire6lly. 
Cob,  Atrade,  \Sir,  that,  I  hope,  I  may  ufe  with  a 
fafe  confcience  i  which  is,  indeed.  Sir,  a  mender  of  bad 
fouls, 
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Fla^,  What  trade,  thou  knave  ?  thou  naughty  knave^ 
\v hat  trade? 

Cob,  Nay,  Ibefeech  you^  Sir,  be  not  out  with  me  :  yet 
if  you  be  out.  Sir,  1  can  mend  you. 

Fla^,  What  mean'll  thou  by  that  ?  mend  me,  thou 
faucy  fellow  ? 

Co6,  Why,  Sir,  cobble  you. 

Fia^.  I'hou  art  a  Cohler,  art  thou  ? 

Cob,  Truly,  Sir,  all,  that  I  live  fey  is  the  awl :  f  med-s 
die  with  no  tradefman's  matters,  nor  woman's  matters  ; 
but  with-all  I  am,  indeed.  Sir,  a  furgeon  to  old  fhoes ; 
when  they  are  in  great  danger,  I  recover  them.  As  |)t6- 
per  men  as  ever  trod  upon  neats-leather  have  gone  upon 
my  handy-work. 

FIa<v.  But  wherefore  art  thou  iaot  in  thy  fhop  to  day  ? 
Why  doft  thou  lead  thefe  men  about  the  ftreetg  ? 

Cob,  Truly,  Sir,  to  wear  out  their  fhoes,  to  get  my  felf 
into  more  work.  But^  indeed.  Sir,  we  make  holiday  to 
lee  C^fary  and  to  rejoice  in  hi^  triumph. 

Mar.  Wherefore  rejoice!  what  con  quell  brings 

he  home  ? 
What  tributaries  follow  him  to  Romey 
To  grace  in  captive  bonds  his  chariot-wheels  ? 
Yon  blocks,  you  ftones,  you  worfe  than  fenfelefs  things ! 
O  you  hard  hearts!  you  cruel  men  of  Romel^^ 
Knew  you  not  Yompey  P  many  a  time  and  oft 
Have  you  climb'd  up  to  walls  and  battlements. 
To  towers  and  windows,  yea,  to  chimney  tops. 
Your  infants  in  your  arms  ;  and  there  have  fat 
The  live  long  day  with  patient  expedlation. 
To  fee  great  Yompey  pafs  the  ftreets  of  Rome  : 
And  when  you  fav/  his  chariot  but  appear, 
Have  you  not  made  an  univerfal  fhout. 
That  Tyber  trembled  underneath  his  banks 
To  hear  the  replication  of  your  founds, 
Made  in  his  concave  fhores  ?  ^ 
And  do  you  now  put  on  your  beft  attire  ? 
And  do  you  now  cull  out  an  holi-day  ? 
And  do  you  now  ftrew  flowers  in  his  \^'a/ 
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That  comes  in  triumph  over  Pompeys  blood  ? 
Be  gone  — 

Run  to  your  houfes,  fall  upon  your  knees. 

Pray  to  the  Gods,  to  intermit  the  plague. 

That  needs  mull  light  on  this  ingratitude. 

ivW.  Go,  go^  good  countrymen,,  and  for  this  fault 

Afiembie  ail  the  poor  men  of  your  Sort  i 

Draw  them  to  Tyber  bank,  and  weep  your  tears 
Into  the  channel,  'till  the  loweil  ftream 
Do  kifs  the  moll  exalted  Ihores  of  ail. 

\_Exeunt  Commoners* 
See,  wheVe  the  bafeft  mettle  be  not  mov'd ; 
They  vanilh  tongue-ty'd  in  their  guiltinefs. 
Go  you  down  that  way  tow'rds  the  Capitol, 
This  way  will  I ;  difrobe  the  images. 
If  yoa  do  fmd  them  deck'd  with  ceremonies. 

Mar,  May  we  do  fo  ? 
You  know  ic  is  the  feall  of  Lupercal. 

Flanj,  It  is  n»  matter,  let  no  images 
Be  hung  with  C^far*s  trophies ;  I'll  about. 
And  drive  away  the  Vulgar  from  the  ftreets  : 
So  do  you  too,  where  you  perceive  them  thick. 
Thefe  growing  feathers,  pluckt  from  Cafar\  wing. 
Will  make  him  fly  an  ordinary  pitch ; 
Who  elfe  would  foar  above  the  view  of  men. 
And  keep  us  all  in  fervile  fearfolnefs. 

\Exeunt  fe^oerallj. 

Enter  Caefar,  Antony  for  the  Courfe,  Calphurnia,  Por- 
cia,  Decius,  Cicero,  Brutus,  CafGus,  Cafca,  a  Sooth- 
fay^, 

C^f  Calphurnia,'—  

Cafe,  Peace,  ho  !  C<;efar  fpeaks. 

C^f  Calphurnia.  —  

Calp,  Here,  my  lord. 
Caf  Stand  you  diredly  in  Antonius'  way. 
When  he  doth  run  his  Courfe — - — Antomus,  "  '  ■ 
Ant,  Ccefar^  my  lord, 
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6tef,  Forget  not  in  your  fpeed,  Antoniusy 
To  teuch  Calphurnia  ;  for  our  Elders  lay^ 
The  Barren  touched  in  this  holy  Chafe^ 
Shake  off  their  fteril  Curfe. 

Ant.  I  fhall  remember. 
When  C^-^r  fays,  do  this ;  it  is  performed. 

C^f.  Set  on,  and  leave  no  Ceremony  out. 

Sooth.  Ccefa}\ — =  

Cctf.  Ha'!  who  calls? 

Cafe,  Bid  every  noife  be  ftill  ;  peace  yet  again. 

C^f.  Who  is  it  in  the  Prefs,  that  calls  on  me  I 
I  hear  a  tongue,  ftiriller  thaa  all  the  mufick,  - 
Cry,   Cajar,    Speak  ;  Cafar  is  ivLvrdX  to  hear. 

Sooth.  Beware  the  Ides  of  March, 

Caf,  What  man  is  that  ? 

Bru,  A  footh-fayer  bids  you  beware    the    Ides  o  f 

March. 

C^ef.  Set  him  before  me,  let  me  fee  his  face. 
Caf,  Fellow,  come  from  the  throng,  look  upon  C<d?- 
far, 

C^f.  What  fay'fl  thou  to  me  now  ?  fpeak  once  again. 

^ouih.  Beware  the  Ides  of  March, 

CeeJ\  fie  is  a  dreamer,  let  us  leave  him ;  pafs. 

\^Exeunt  Qdt{2iX  and  Train. 

Manent.  Brutus  and  CafSus. 

Caf,  Will  you  go  fee  the  order  of  the  Courfe  ? 

Bru,  Not  I. 

Caf.  I  pray  you,  do. 

Bru.  I  am  not  gamefom  ^  I  do  lack  fomc  part 
Of  that  quick  fpirit  that  is  in  Antott^'  -, 
Let  me  not  hinder,  CaJJiuSy  your  delires  ; 
I'll  leave  you. 

Caf,  Brutus^  I  do  obfei-ve  you  now  of  late  ; 
I  have  not  from  your  eyes  that  gentlenefs 
And  fiiew  of  love,  a&  I  was  wont  to  have  ? 
You  bear  too  ftubborn  and  too  ftrange  a  hand 
Over  your  friend  that  loves  ^ou. 

Bru.  QaffiuSy 

Be  not  deceived ;  if  I  have  veird  my  Look, 

Tturn 
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I  tarn  the  trouble  of  my  countenance 

Meerly  upon  my  felf.    Vexed  I  aji*, 

Of  hte,  with  paffioas  of  fome  differenc^*^ 

Conceptions  only  proper  to  niy  felf  ; 

Which  give  fome  foil,  perhaps,  to  my  behaviour  : 

But  let  not  therefore  my  good  friends  be  grievM^ 

Among  which  number,  CaJJius^  be  you  one  i 

Nor  conilrue  any  farther  my  negle(!:t. 

Than  that  poor  Bruhis,  with  himielf  at  v/ar^ 

Forgets  the  Shews  of  Love  to  other  men. 

Gt/:  Then,  Brutus,  I  have  much  miftook  your  paffion;- 
By  means  whereof,  this  breaft  of  mine  hath  buried 
Thoughts  of  great  value,  worthy  cogitation?. 
Tell  me,  good  Brutus,  can  you  lee  your  face.? 

Sru,  No,  Cafjiusi  for  the  eye  fees  not  ii  felf^ 
But  bv  reflexion  from  fome  other  things. 

Caf  'Tis  juft. 
And  it  is  very  much  lamented,  Brutus, 
That  you  have  no  I'uch  min  or:-,  as  will  tarn 
Your  hidden  worthinefs  into  your  eye, 
That  you  might  ice  your  lhadow.    1  have  heaid, 
Where  many  of  the  bell  Refped  in  Rcmc^ 
(Except  immortal  C'^efar)  fpeaking  of  Brutus^ 
And  groaning  underneath  this  age's  yoak,  - 
Have  wifn'd,  that  noble  Brutus  had  his  eyes. 

Brn.  Into  what  dangers  would  you  lead  me,  CaJJtus^ 
That  you  would  have  me  feekinto  my  felf, 
Fcr  that  which  is  not  in  me  ? 

Caf.  Therefore,  good  Brutus,  be  prepared  to  hear ; 
And  fmce  you  know,  you  cannot,  fee  your  felf 
So  well  as  by  reiiedtion  ;  I,  your  glafs. 
Will  modeftly  difcover  to  yourlelf 
That  of  yourfelf,  which  yet  you  know  not  of. 
And  be  not  jealous  of  me,  gentle  Brutus: 
Were  I  a  common  laugher,  or  did  ufe 
To  ilale  with  ordinary  oaths  my  love 
To  every  new  proteilor ;  if  you  know, 
That  I  do  fawn  on  men,  and  hug  tkem  hard. 
And  after  fcandal  them  ;  or  if  you  know^ 
That  I  profefs  my  felf  in  banqueting 
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T6  all  the  rout,  then  hold  me  dangerous. 

\FloiiriJh  and  Jhout, 

Bru.  What  means  this  fliouting?  I  do  fear,  the  People 
Chufe  Ci^far  for  their  King. 

Caf,  Ay,  do  you  fear  it  ? 
Then  muft  I  think,  you  would  not  have  it  fo. 

Bru.  I  would  not,  Cafflus ;  yet  1  love  him  well : 
But  wherefore  do  you  hold  me  here  fo  long  ? 
What  is  it,  that  you  would  impart  to  me  ? 
If  it  be  aught  toward  the  General  good. 
Set  Honour  in  one  eye,  and  Death  i'th'  other. 
And  I  will  look  on  Death  indifferently  :  | 
For  let  the  Gods  fo  fpeed  me,  as  I  love 
The  name  of  Honour,  more  than  I  fear  Death. 

Caf,  J  know  that  virtue  to  be  in  you,  B/  utuj^ 
As  well  as  I  do  know  your  outward  Favour. 
Well,  Honour  is  the  fubjeft  of  my  flory  ; — — - 
I  cannot  tell,  what  you  and  other  men 
Think  of  this  life  ^  but  for  my  fmgle  felf, 
I  had  &s  lief  not  be,  as  live  to  be 
In  awe  of  fuch  a  thing  as  I  my  felf 
I  was  born  free  as  C^far,  fo  were  you ; 
We  Both  have  fed  as  well  ;  and  we  can  Bothi 
Endure  the  winter's  cold,  as  well  as  he. 
For  once  upon  a  raw  and  guily  day. 
The  troubled  27^^r  chafing  with  his  fliores, 
Cafar  fays  to  me,      Dar'fl  thou,  CaJ/ius^  now 
**  Leap  in  with  me  into  this  angry  flood, 

And  fwim  to  yonder  point  ?  Upon  the  word^ 

Accoutred  as  I  was,  I  plunged  in. 

And  bid  him  follow  ?  fo  indeed  he  did, 

The  torrent  roar'd,  and  We  did  buffet  it 

With  luily  finews ;  throwing  it  afide, 

Andflemming  it  with  hearts  of  controverfie. 

But  ere  we  could  arrive  the  poirit  proposed, 

C^/ar  cry'd,  "  Help  me,  Caffius^  orlfmk.'* 

I,  as  Alneas^  our  great  Anceftor, 

Did  from  the  flames  of       upon  his  fhoulder 

The  old  Anchifes\it2.r^  fo,  from  the  waves  of  Tihsr^ 

Did  I  the  tired  Cc^far  :  and  this  man 
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Is  now  become  a  God ;  and  Cajius  is 

A  wretched  creature,  and  muft  bend  his  bod/. 

If  C^/ar  carelelly  but  nod  on  him. 

He  had  a  fever  when  he  was  in  Spain, 

And  whem  the  fit  was  on  him,  I  did  mark 

How  he  did  fhake  :  'tis  true,  this  God  did  lhake ; 

His  coward  lips  did  from  their  colour  fly; 

And  that  fam.€  eye,  whofe  Bend  doth  awe  the  World, 

Did  lofe  its  luftre ;  I  did  here  him  groan  : 

Ay,  and  that  tongue  of  his,  that  bad  the  Romans 

Mark  him,  and  write  his  fpeeches  in  their  books, 

Alas !  it  cry'd  "  Give  me  fome  drink,  litinius—* 

As  a  fick  girl.  .  Ye  Gods,  it  doth  amaze  me, 

A  man  of  fuch  a  feeble  temper  lliould 

So  get  the  ftart  of  the  majeftick  World, 

And  bear  the  palm  alone.  \Shout,  TlouriJJ^^ 

Bru,  Another  general  fhbut  ! 
I  do  believe,  that  th^fe  applaufes  are 
For  fome  new  honours  that  are  heaped  on  Ctrfar. 

Caf.  Why,  man,  he  doth  beflride  the  narrow  World 
Like  a  Colojfus  y  and  we  petty  men 
Walk  under  his  huge  legs,  and  peep  about 
To  find  our  (elves  dimonourable  Graves, 
Men  at  Ibme  times  are  mailers  of  their  fates  : 
The  fault,  dear  £/7i/.?/x,  is  not  in  our  Stars,  . 
But  in  our  felves,  that  we  are  underlings. 
Brutus  and  Co'far!  vyhat  fliould  be  in.  that  C^efar  ? 
Why  flaould  that  name  be  founded,  more  than  yours ^ 
Write  them  together  ^  yours  is  as  fair -a  name  : 
Sound  tliem,  it  doth  .become  the  mouth  as  Vvcll  ; 
W eigh  them,  it  is  as  heavy  ;  conjiije  with  'em.  f , 
Brutus        flart  a  Spirit,  as  foon  2.%  Cafar. 
Now  in  the  Names  of  all  the  Gods  at  once, . 
Upon  what  meat  doth  this  our  Qdefar  feed, ' 
That  he  is  grovv^n  fo  great?  Age,  thou  art  fham'd  3 
Rojjie,  thou  hail'  lofl  the  Bleed  of  noble  bloods, 
"When  went  there  by  an  age^..  fince  the  great  flood,.. 
But  it  was  fam'd  with  more  than  with  one  man  ?: 
■\V hen. could  th«y  fay,  till  now,  that  talk'd  of  R^m^ . 
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That  her  wide  walls  incompafsy  but  one  man  ? 
Now  is  it  Rome^  indeed  ;  and  room  enough^ 
V/hen  there  is  in  it  but  one  only  man. 

you  and  I  have  heard  our  fathers  fay^ 
There  was  a  Brutus  once,  that  would  have  brook's 
Th'  eternal  devil  to  keep  his  State  in  Romey 
As  eaiiJy  as  a  King.* 

Bru,  That  you  do  love  me,  I  am  nothing  jealous  % 
What  you  would  woi'k  me  to,  I  have  fome  aim  i 
How  I  have  thought  of  this,  and  of  thefe  times^ 
I  fhall  recount  hereafter  :  for  this  prefent, 
I  would  not  ffo  with  love  I  might  intreat  you): 
Be  any  further  mov'd."*    What  you  have  faid, 
I  will  confider;  what  you  have  to  fay, 
.1  will  with  patience  hear  ;  and  find  a  time 
Both  meet  to  hear,  and  anfwer  fach  high  things. 
*'[  ill  then,  my  noble  friend,  chew  uf>on  this  t 
Brutus  Lid  rather  be  a  villager. 
Than  to  repute  himfelf  a  fon  of  Romey 
Under  fuch  hard  conditions,  as  this  time 
Is  like  to  lay  upon  us. 

Caf,  I  am  glad  that  my  weak  words 
Have  ftruck  but  thus  much  fhew  of  fire  from  Brutuj,. 
Enter  Caefar  and  his  7rain, 

Bru,  The  Games  are  done,  and  Ctrjar  is  returning, 

Caf,  As  they  pafs  by,  pluck  C^/^j  by  the  ffeeve^. 
And  he  will,  after  his  lour  fafliion,  tell  you 
What  hath  proceeded  worth  note  to  day. 

Bru.  I  Vvill  do  fo  ;  but  Icok  you,  CaJpuSy  • 

1'he  angry  fpot  dot'h  glow  on  C^far  ^  brow,. 
And  all  txhe  reft  look  like  a  chidden  train. 
Calphurnias  clieek  is  pale  ;  and  Cicero 
Looks  with  fuch  ferret,  and  fuch  fiery  eyes,. 
As  we  have  feen  him  in  the  Capitol^ 
Being  croft  in  conf 'rence  by  fome  Senators-, 

Ctif.  Cfifca  will  tell  us  what  the  matter  is. 

A72tC7liuSy^  

Ant,  C^far  ? 

Civf.  Let  me  have  men  about  me  that  are  fat,- 
Sleek-headed  menj^  and  fuch  as  lleep  a-nights  : 

Vend 


Julius  Cj^^sar.  Tt 

Yond  CaJ^us  has  a  lean  and  hungry  look. 
He  thinks  too  much ;  fuch  men  are  dangerous. 

Jnt,  Fear  him  not,  Ceefar^  he^s  not  dangerous  > 
He  is  a  noble  "Roman ^  and  well  given. 

Caf,  Would  he  were  fatter  f  but  I  icar  him  not ; 
Yet  ii  my  name  were  liable  to  feai*, 
I  do  not  know  the  man  I  fhould  avoid, 
So  foon  as  that  fpare  Cafftus.    He  r-eads  much ; 
He  is  a  great  obferver  >  and  h^  looks 
Quite  through  the  deeds  of  men.    He  loves  no  Plap^ 
As  theu  doft,  Antony  ;  he  hears  no  mufick  : 
Seldom  he  fmiles ;  and  fmiles  in  fuch  a  fort, 
As  if  he  mock'd  himfelf,.  and  leorn*d  his  fpirit. 
That  could  be  mov'd  to  fmile  at  any  thing. 
Such  men  as  he  be  never  at  Jieart's  eafe, 
Whiift  they  behold  a  greater  than  themfelves  |- 
And  therefore  are  they  very  dangerous. 
I  rather  tell  thee  what  is  to  be  feared, , 
Than  what  1  fear ;  for  always  I  am  Cafar, 
Come  on  my  right  hand,  for  this  ear  is  deaf^ 
And  tell  me  truly^  what  thou  think'Il  of  him..  » 

{^Exeunt  Caefar  and" his  Train ^. 
Manenf  Brutus  and  Q^tSim  :  Cafca  to  them, 

Cafra.  You  pulfd  me  by  the  cloak  r  would  yo^^  fpe^fe. 
with  me  ? 

Bru:  Ay,  Cafca,  tell  us  what?  hath  chancM  te  day^ 
That  C^far  looks  fo  liid. 

Cafca.  Why  you  were  with  him,  were  you  not  ? 

Bru,  I  fhould  nor  then  ask  Cafca  what  had  cliancM. 

Cafca.  Wliy^  there  was  a  Crown  offer'd  him  ;  and  be- 
ing olTerM  him,  he  put  it  by  with  the  l^ck  of  his  hand 
thus,  and  then  the-  people  fell  a  flK>uting. 

Bru.  What  was  the  fecond  Koife  for  ?' 

Ca^fca,  Why,  for  that  too. 

Caf  They  Ihouted  thrice :  what  was  the  laft  cry  for  ? 

Cafea,  Why  for  that  too. 

Bru,  Was  the  Crown  oiFer'd  him  thrice  ?^ 

Cafca,  Ay,  niarry^.  was't,  and  he  put  it  by  thrice,,  every 
time  gentler  than  other ;  and  a-t  every  putting  by,  mine- 
ht'ncit  neighbours  fhouted. 
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-  Caf,  Who  ofFer'd  him  the  Crown  ? 
Cafe  a.  Why  Antony, 

Bru,  Tell  us  the  manner  of  it,  gentle  Cafca. 

Cafca.  I  can  as  well  be  hang'd,  as  tell  the  manner  of  it  :- 
It  was  .jneer  foolery,  I  did  Bot  mark  it.  I  faw  Mark 
Antony  offer  him  a  Crown;  yet  'twas  not  a  Crown  nei- 
ther, 'tw^as  one  of  thefe  Coronets ;  and,  as  I  told  you,  he- 
put  it  by  once  ;  but  for  all  that,  to  my  thinking,  h« 
would  fain  have  had  it.  Then  he  offer'd  it  to  him  a- 
gaii\:  thenheput  it  by  again;  but  to  my  thinking,  he 
was  very  loth,  to  lay  his  fingers  oiF  it.  And  then  he 
offer'd  it  the  third  time  ;  he  put  it  the  third  time  by  ; 
and  ttill  as  he  refused  it,  therabblement  houted,  and  clapp'd^ 
.  their  chopt  hands,  and  threw  up  their  fweaty  night-caps, 
and  uttered  fuch  a  deal  of  llinking  breath,  becaufe  Cafar 
refusM  the  Crown,  that  it  had  almoft  choaked  Cafar ;  for 
he  fwooned,  and  fell  down  at  it  :  And  for  mine  own 
part,  I  duril  not  laugh,  for  fear  of  opening  my  lips,  and 
receiving  the  bad  air. 

Caf.  BfciL,  foft,  I  pray  you,  what,  did  Cafar  {v^oon  ? 

Cafca.  He  fell  down  in  the  market-place,  and  foana'd. 
^^mouth,  and  wasfpeechlefs. 

Bru.  'Tis  very  like ;  he  hath  the  falling- ficknefs* 

Caf.  No,  Cajar  hath  it  not ;  but  you  and  I, 
And  honeft  Cafca ^  we  have  the  falling-ficknefs. 

Cafca\  I  know  not  what  you  mean  by  that ;  but  I  am 
iiire,  C^far  fell  down :  If  the  tag-rag  people  did  not  claj> 
him,  and  hifs  him,  according  as  he  pleas'd,  and  difpleas'd 
them,  as  they  ufed  to  do  the  Players  in  the  Theatre,  I  am 
no  true  man. 

:BrM'  What  faid  he,  when  he  came  unto  himfelf  ? 
€af.  Marry,  before  he  fell  dov/n,  when  he  perceivM  th,^ 
common  herd  was  glad  he  refus'^  the  Cro-^yn,  he  pluckt  me 
ope  his  doublet;,  and  offered  them  his  throat         :  i\n'  I  had 
been  a  manof  any  occupation,  if  I  would  not  have  taken  him 
at  a  word,  I  would  I  might  go  to  hell  among  the  rogues;  and 
fo  he  fell.    When  he  came  to  himfelf  again,  he  laid,  If 
he  had  done,  or  laid  any  thing  amiis,  he  defired  their 
Worlhips  to  think  it  was  his  infirmity/*  Three  or  four, 

wenches 
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wenches  where  I  flood,  cry'd,  alas,  good  foul !  ■  ■ 

and  forgave  him  with  all  their  hearts  :  but  there's  n& 
heeS  to  be  taken  of  them  ;  if  Ca/ar  had  (tabbed  their 
mothers,  they  would  have  done  no  lefs. 

Bru-  Aniafter  that,  hecame>  thus  fad,  .away  ? 

Ca/ca.  Ay,, 

Caf.  Did  Cicero  fay.  any  thing 
Ca/ca,  Ay,  he  fpoke  GVv^/^, 
Caf.  To  what  efFea? 

Ca/ca,  Nay,  an'  I  tell  you  that,  I'll  ne'er  look  you^ 
i'th'  face  again.    But  thofe,  that  underflood  him,  fmil'd 
at*  one  another,  and  Ihook. their  heads ;  but  for  mine  own. 
part,  it  was  Greek  to  me.    I  could  tell  you  more  news 
too  :  Marullus  and  Flavins ^  for  pulling  fcarfs  off  Ctejar*%  ■ 
Images,  are  put  to  filence.    Fare  you  well.    There  was 
more  foolery  yet,  if  I  could  remmember  it. 

Ca/  Will  you  fup  with  me  to  night,  Ca/ca  ? 

Ca/ca.  No,  I  am.  promis'd  forth. 

Ca/  Will  you  dine  with,  me  to  morrow  ?. 

Ca/ca,  Ay,  if  I  be  alive,  and  your  mind  hold,  and- 
your  dinner  be. worth  the  eating. 

Ca/  Good,  I  will  exped  you.. 

Cafca.  Dofo:  ferewel  Both.  {E^^t> 

Bru,  What  a  blunt  fellow  is  this  grown  to  be  ? 
He  was  quick  mettle,  when  he  went  to  fchool. 

Caf.  So  is  he  now,  in'  execution 
Of  any  bold  or  noble  enterprize. 
However  he  puts  on  his  tardy  form  :  • 
'^This  rudenefs  is  a  fawce  to  his  good  wit, 
V/hich  gives  men  ftomach  to  digell  his  words 
V/ith  better  appetite. 

Bru.  And  fo  itis  :  for  this  time  I  will  leave  you. 
To  morrow,  if  vou  pleafe  to  fpeak  with  me, 
I  will  come  L.    S\q  you  ;  or  if  you  will. 
Come  home  to  me,  and  I  will  wait  for  you. 

Ca/  I  will  do  fo  ;  till  then,  think. of  the  world. 

[Exit  Brutus* 

Well,  Brutus,  thou  art  noble  ;  yet  I  fee. 
Thy  honourable  Metal  may  be  wrpught, 
Fxom  wliat  it  is  difpos^d ;  therefore  'tis  meet. 

That 
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That  noble  minds  keep  ever  with  their  likes  f 
For  who  fo  firm,  that  cannot  be  feduc'd  ?  ^ 
Ct^/ar  doth  bear  me  hard ;  but  he  loves  Brutus, 
If  I  were  Brutus  now,  and  he  were  Caffius, 

He  ftiould  not  humour  me.  I  will  this  night. 

In  feveral  hands,  in  at  his  Windows  throw, 

As  if  they  came  from  feveral  citizens, 

'Writings,  all  tending  to  the  great  opinion 

That  B.077:e  holds  of  his  name  :  Wherein  obfcurely 

Cafar%  ambition  fhall  be  glanced  at. 

And,  after  this,  let  Qafar  feat  him  fare  ; 

For  we  will  fhake  him,  or  worfe  days  endure.  {Exit. 

founder  aud  lightning,     Eriter  Cafca,  his  fword  dra^^n, 
and  Ckero  7/ieeting  him, 

Cic.  Good  even,  Cafca  y  brought  you  C<r/2?rhome? 
Why  are  yon  breath leis,  and  v/hy  flare  you  fo  ? 

Cafca.  Are  notyoumov'd,  when  all  the  fway  ef  earth 
Shakes  like  a  thing  unfirm  ?  O  Cicero  I 
I  have  feen  tempelis,  when  the  fcolding  Winds 
H^ve  riv'd  the  knotty  oaks ;  and  I  have  feen 
Th'  ambitious  ocean  fwell,  ar^d  rage,  and  fbam^ 
To  be  exalted  with  the  threatning  clouds : 
But  never  till  to  night,  never  till  now. 
Did  I  go  through  a  tempeit  dropping  fire. 
Either  there  is  a  civil  flrife  in  heav'n  ; 
Or  elfe  the  world,  too  faucy  with  the  Godsj, 
Incenfes  them  to  fend  deflruclion. 

Cic,  Why,  fav/  you  any  thing  more  vronderful  ? ' 

Ca/ca,  A  common  flave,  you  know  him  w^dl  by  fig^^it^ 
Held  up  his  left  hand,  which  did  flame  and  bdrn^ 
Like  twenty  torches  join'd  5  and  yet  hi^  iiand. 
Not  fenfible  of  fire,  remained  unfcorch'd. 
Befides,  (  I  ha*  not  fmce  pat  up  my  fword) 
Againft  the  Capitol  I  met  a  lion. 
Who  glarM  upon  me,  and  went  furly  by. 
Without  annoying  me.    And  there  were  drawn 
Upon  a  heap  a  hundred  gaffly  Women, 
T.ansfoimed  vvitJi  their  fear  i  who  fvvore,  they  faw 
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Men,  all  in  fire,  walk  up  and  down  the  flreets. 
And  yeilerday,  the  bird  of  night  did  fit, 
Ev'n  at  noon-day,  upon  the  marlcet-place, 
Houting  and  Ihrieking.    When  tliefe  Prodigies 
Do  fo  conjointly  meet,  let  not  men  fay, 

Thefe  are  their  reafons,  they  are  natural. 
For,  I  bclicrc,  they  are  portentous  things 
Unto  the  Climate,  that  they  point  upon. 

0>.  Indeed,  it  is  a  ftrange-difpofed  time  : 
But  men  may  conftrue  things  after  their  faihionv 
Clean  from  the  purpofe  of  the  things  thcmfelves. 
Comes  Cafar  to  the  Captioi  to  morrow  ? 

Qafca.  lie  doth  :  for  he  did  bid  Anionhis 
Send  word  to  you,  he  would  be  there  to  morrow, 

C/r.  Good  night  then^  Cajca  \  this  dillurbed  sky 
Is  not  to  walk  in. 

Qafca,  Farewel,  Cicero,  [£';^/V  CicerO» 

Lntcr  Caffiu-3. 

Qaf  Who's  there  ? 

Qafca,  A  Rojnan. 

Qaf  Qafca,  by  your  voice. 

Qafca,  Your  ear  is  good^  Cajjtusy  what  night     this  ? 

Qaf  A  very  pleafing  night  to  lionell  men. 

Qafca.  Who  ever  knew  the  heaTens  menace  fo  ? 

Qaf  Thofe,  that  ha-/e  known  the  earth  fo  full  offault^?^  • 
For  my  part,  I  have  walk'd  about  the  ftreet:. 
Submitting  me  unto  the  perilous  night ; 
And  thus  unbraced,  Cafca,  as  you  Ite, 
J-JaVe  barr'd  my  bofcm  to  the  thunder-fione  : 
And  when  the  crofs  blue  lightning  feem'd  to  open 
I'he  breaft  of  heaven,  I  did  prefent  my  felf 
Ev'n  in  the  aim  and  very  fiafti  of  it, 

Qafca.  But  wherefore  did  you  fo  much  tempt  tla€ 
heav'ns  } 

It  is  the  part  of  men  to.  fear  and  tremble,. 
When  the  molt  mighty  Gods,  by  tokens,  fend 
Such  dreadful  heralds  to  artonifh  us. 

Qaf  You  are  dull,  Cafe  a ;  arhd  thofe  fparks  of  li^e, 
l^hat  fhould  be  in  a  Roman.,  you  do  want, 
Or  elie  you  ule  not  y  you  look  pale,  and  gaze. 

And 


j6  Julius  C.^sar. 

And  put  on  fear,  and  caft  your  felf  in  wonder,. 

To  fee  the  llrange  impatienc&of  the  heav'ns : 

But  if  you  would  confider  the  true  caufe. 

Why  all  thofe  fire why  all  thefe  gliding  ghofls^. 

Why  birds  and  beafts,  from  quality  and  kind. 

Why  old  men,  fools,  and  children  calculate  ; 

Why  all  thefe  things  change,,  from  their  ordinance^ 

Their  ^atures  and  pre-formed  faculties 

To  monflrous  quality ;  why,  .you  lhall  find. 

That  heavejri  has  infus'd  them  with  thefe  fpirits. 

To  make  them  inftruments  of  fear  and  warning 

Unto  fome  monftrous  itate. 

N©w  ^ould  I,  Ca/ca,  name  to  thee  a  man 

Moll  like  this  dreadful  night ; 

That  thunders,  lightens,  opens  Graves,  and  roars 

-As  doth  the  lion  in  the  Capitol  ; 

A  jnan  no  :iBightier  than  thy  felf  or  me. 

In  perfonal  action ;  yet  prodigious  grown. 

And  fearful,  as  thefe  ftrange  eruptions  are. 

Ca/ca   'Tis  Ca^/ar  than  you  mean  ;  is  it  not,  QaJJlus 

Qaf.  Let  it  be  who  it  is  \  for  Romans  now 
Have  thews  and  limbs  like  to  their  anceftors  ; 
But,  woe  the  while  !  our  fathers  minds  are  dead,. 
And  v/e  are  govern'd  with  our  mothers  fpirits ; 
OvH-  yoke  and  fuif  , 'ranee  fiiew  us  womanifh. 

Qafca.  Indeed,  they  fay,  the  fenatcrs  to  morrow. 
Mean  to  eftabliili  Qtefar  as  a  King  : 
And  he  fhall  wear  his  Crown  by  fea  and  land. 
In  every  place^  fave  herein  Italy. 

Qaf.  I  know,  where  I  will  wear  this  dagger  then^ 
Qaffiiis  from  bondage  will  deliver  CaJJius, 
Therein,  ye  Gods,  you  malce  the.  weak  moft  llrong  :; 
T;|iereift^  y<§  Gods^  you  :ty rants  do  defeat  :- 
Nor  llony  tower,  nor  wall  of  beaten  brafs, 
Norairlefs  dungeon^,  nor  ftrong  links  cfiron,.  . 
Can.  be  retenrive  to  the  ftrength  of  fpirit  : 
But  life,  being  weary  of  thefe  worldly  bars^. 
Nevef  ]?.cks  power  to  difmiCs  it  felf. 
If  I  know  this  ;  know  all  the  world  befides, 
Ihat  part  of  tyranny^  that  I.  do  bear. 
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I  can  ftiake  ofF  at  pleafure, 

Cafca,  So  can  I  ; 
So  evei;y  bondman  in  his  own  hand  bears 
The  power  to  cancel  his  captivity. 

Caf.  And  why  fliould  defar  be  a  tyrant  then  ? 
Poor  man  !  I  know,  he  would  not  be  a  wolf, 
But  that  he  fees,  the  Romans  are  but  fheep ; 
He  were  no  lion,  were  not  Romans  hinds. 
Thofe  that  with  hafte  will  make  a  mighty  fire. 
Begin  it  with  weak  ftraws.    What  trafli  is  Rome  ? 
What  rubbifti,  and  what  offal  ?  when  it  ferves 
For  the  bafe  matter  to  illuminate 
So  vile  a  thing  as  C^far?  But,  oh  grief ! 
Where  hall  thou  led  me  ?  I,  perhaps,  fpeak  this 
Before  a  willing  bondman  y  then  I  know, 
My  anfwer  muft  be  made.    But  I  am.  arm'd. 
And  dangers  are  to  me  indifferent. 

Cafca.  You  fpeak  to  Cafca^  and  to  fuch  a  man^ 
'  That  is  no  flearing  tell-tale.    Hold  my  h«and  : 
;Be  fadious  for  redrefs  of  all  thefe  griefs, 
And  I  will  fet  this  foot  of  mine  as  far,  j 
As  who  goes  far  theft. 

Caf,  There's  a  bargain  made. 
Now  know  you,  Cafca,  I  have  mov'd  already 
Some  certain  of  the  nobleft-minded  Romansy 
Jfo  undergo,  with  me,  an  enterprize 
Of  honourable  dang'rous  confequence  ; 
And  I  do  know,  by  this  they  ftay  for  me 
In  Pompeys  Porch.    For  now  thi?  fearful  nighty,. 
..^There  is  no  ftir,  or  walking  in  the  ftreets  ; 
And  the  complexion  of  the  Element 
Is  feav'rous,  like  the  work  we  have  In  hand  j 
Kloft  bloody,  fiery,  and  moft  terrible 

Enter  Cinna. 

Cafca.  Stand  clofe  a  while,  for  here  comes  one  in  haftei 
Caf  'Tis  Cijina,  I  do  know  him  by  his  gate  ; 
He  is  a  friend.    Cinna,  v/here  halle  you  fo  ? 

Cin.  To  find  out  you  :  who*s  that,  Metellus  Qmher  f: 
Caf  No,  it  is  Cafca  one  incorporate 
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To  our  attempts.    Am  I  not  ftaid  for,  Ctn^a  P 

Cin.  I'm  glad  on't.    What  a  fearful  night  is  this  ? 
There^s  two  or  three  of  us  have  feen  ftrange  fights. 

Cc?f,  Am  I  not  ftaid  for  ?  tell  me. 

Civ.  Yes,  you  are. 
O  Co£iin  !  could  you  win  the  noble  Brutus 
To  our  party  ^  

Caf.  Be  you  content.    Good  Cinna^  take  this  paper  ; 
And  look  you  lay  it  in  the  Praetor*s  chair, 
Wliere  Brutus  may  but  find  it ;  and  throw  this 
In  at  his  window  ;  fet  this  up  with  wax 
Upon  old  Brutus^  Statue  :  all  this  done. 
Repair  to  Pampeys  porch,  where  you  ftiall  find  us» 
Is  Decius  Brutus y  and  TrehGnius  there  ? 

Cin.  All    but  Meteihis  Ci?nher^  and  he's  gone 
To  feek  you  at  your  houfe.   Well,  I  will  hie. 
And  fo  bellow  thefe  papers,  as  you  bad  me. 

Caf.  That  done,  repair  to  Pompey's  Theatre. 

[^Exit  Cinna. 

Come,  Cafcay  you  and  I  will,  yet  ere  day. 
See  Brutus  at  his  houfe  ;   three  parts  of  him 
Is  ours  already,  and  the  man  entire 
Upon  the  next  encounter  yields  him  ours. 

Cafca.       he  fits  .high  in  all  the  people's  hearts ; 
And  that  which  would  appear  offence  in  us. 
His  countenance,  like  richeft  alchymy. 
Will  change  to  virtue,  and  to  worthineS. 

Caf.  Him,  and  his  worth,  and  our  great  need  of  him, 
You  have  right  well  conceited ;  let  us  go. 
For  it  is  after  mid-night ;  and,  ere  day, 
We  will  awake  iiim,  and  be  fare  of  him.  \^Exeunt. 


ACT 


Julius  CiESAR. 


19 


ACT  IL 

*    S  C  E  N  E5  Brutus'i  Garden, 

:  Enter  Brutus, 

Bru,  "IT  7  H  A  T,  Li^ius  /  ho  !  ^  — 

I  cannot  by  the  progrefs  of  the  fUrs 

Give  guefs  how  hear  to  dny  Lucius^  I  lay  ! 

I  would,  it  were  my  fault  to  lleep  fo  found ly. 
When,  Lucius^  wheii  ?  awake,  1  fay  !  what,  Lucius  f 

Lucius.  . 

Luc,  Caird  you,  my  lord  ? 
"  "Bru,  Get  me  a  taper  in  my  Stud 7,  Lucius : 
When  it  is  lighted,  come  and  call  me  here. 

Luc.  I  will,  my  Lord.  [^Exit^ 
Bru,  It  muft  be  by  his.  death  :  and,  for  my  part, 
I  know  no  perfonal  caufe  to  fpurn  at  him  ; 

But  for  the  general.    He  would  be  crown'd — «  • 

How  that  migiit  change  his  nature,  there's  the  queftion. 
It  is  the  bright  day,  that  brings  forth  the  adder ; 

And  that  craves  weary  walking  :  crown  him— "that—  

And  then  I  grant  we  put  a  lling  in  him. 
That  at  his  will  he  may  do  danger  with. 
Th'  abufe  of  Greatnefs  is,  when  it  disjoins 
Remorfe  from  Power  :  and,  to  leek  truth  of  Cafc^r^ 
r  have  not  known  wken  his  aife^Siions  fway'd 
More  than  his  leafon.   But  'tis  a  commpn  proof, 
That  lowiinefs  is  young  ambition's  ladder,, 
Whereto  the  climber  upward  turns  h.i$  face  ; 
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But  when  he  once  attains  the  upmoft  rounds 

He  then  unto  the  ladder  turns  his  back. 

Looks  in  the  clouds^  fcorning  the  bafe  degrees 

By  which  he  did  afcend  :  {q  Cafar  may  : 

Then,  kfl  he  may,  prevent.    And  fmce  the  quarrel 

Will  bear  no  colour,  for  the  thing  he  is, 

Falhion  it  thus ;  that  v^hat  he  is^.  augmented, 

Would  run  to  thefe,  and  thefe  extremities  : 

And  therefore  think  him  as  a  ferpent's  egg, 

Which,  hatcVd,  wou-ld,.  as  his  Idnd,  grow  mifchievoSB 

And  kill  him  in  the  fhell. 

E72ter  Lucius. 

Luc,  The  taper  feurneth  in  your  clofet.  Sir  : 
Searching  the  window  for  a  fiint,  I  found 
This  paper,  thus  feaFd  up  ;  and  I  am  fure,. 
It  did  not  lie  there  when  I  went  to  bed. 

[^Gi^es  him  the  letter.. 

Bru,  Get  you  to  bed  again,  it  is  not  day  :- 
Is  not  to  morrow,  boy,  the  Ides  of  March  ? 

Luc,  I  know  not,  Sir. 

Bru.  Look  in  the  kalendar,  and  bring  me  word, 
Luc,  I  will.  Sir.  [Eat/V, 
Bru.  The  exhalations,  whizzling  in  the  air, 

Give,  fo  much  light,  that  I  may  read  by  them. 

[Opens  the  letter^  and  reads^^ 

Brutus   thou  Jleefft  ;  anvahy  mid  fee  thy  Jelf : 

5/^^// Rome  fpak^  fir  He  ^  redrefs, 

Brutus,  thou  Jleep^ft  ':  a<voake, 

Sueh  ihftigations  have  been  often  dropt,. 

Where  I  have  took  them  up  : 

5hall  Rome—  thus  muft  I  piece  it  out. 

Shall  Rome^'Miii  under  one  man's  awe  ?  what!  Rome? 
My  anceftors  did  from  the  ftreetsof  Rome 

*^  The  Tarqiiin  drive,  when  he  was  call'd  a  King. 

Speak,  firike^  redrefs  am  I  entreated  then 

To  fpeak,  and  ftrike  ?  O  Rome!  I  make  thee  promife,, 

If  the  redrefs  will  follow,  thou  receiv*fl 

Thy  full  petition  at  the  hand  of  Brutus  ! 
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Enter  Lucius. 
Luc.  Sir,  March  is  wafted  fourteen  days. 

\knocks  nji:ithi}u 

Bru.  ''Tis  good.    Go  to  the  gate  ;  fome  body  knocks : 

Lucius. 

Since  Cafftus  firft  did  whet  me  againft  Cafary 

I  have  not  flept.-  

Between  the  a6ling  of  a  dreadful  thing. 
And  the  firft  motion,  all  the  interim  is 
Like  a  phantafma,  or  a  hideous  dream  : 
The  Genius,  and  the  mortal  inftruments 
Are  then  in  council  ;  and  the  ftate  of  man. 
Like  to  a  little  Kingdom,  fufters  then 
The  nature  of  an  infurreffion. 

Enter  Lucius 

Liic.  Sir,  'tis  your  brother  CaJJtus  at  the  door, 
Who  doth  defire  to  fee  you. 

Bru.  Is  he  alone  ? 

Luc.  No,  Sir,  there  are  more  with  him* 
Bru.  Do  you  know  them  ? 

Luc,  No,  Sir,  their  Hats  are  pluckt  about  their  ears, 
And  half  their  faces  buried  in  their  Cloaks  ; 
That  by  no  means  I  may  difcover  them 
By  any  mark  or  favour, 

Bru.  Let  them  enter.  \Exit  Lucius, 

They  are  the  fadlion.    O  Confpiracy  ! 
Sham'ft  thou  to  ftiew  thy  dang'rous  brow  by  night. 
When  Evils  are  moft  free  ?  O  then,  by  day 
Where  wilt  thou  find  a  cavern  dark  enough. 
To  maflc  thy  monftrous  vifage  ?  feek  none,  Confpiracy  ; 
Hide  it  in  Smiles  and  Affability ; 
For  if  thou  path,  thy  native  femblance  on. 
Not  Erebus  it  felf  were  dim  enough 
To  hide  thee  from  prevention. 

Enter  Caflius,  Cafca,  Decius,  Cinna,  Metellus, 
and  Trebonius. 

Caf,  I  think,  we  are  too  bold  upon  your  Reft  ; 
Good  morrow,  Brutus^  do  we  trouble  you  ? 

Bru,  I  have  been  up  this  hour,  awake  all  night. 
Know  Ithefe  m^n,  that  come  along  with  you?  {^AJld^. 

Oaf. 
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Caf,  Yes,  every  ma^i  of  them ;  and  no  man  here. 
But.  honours  you  :  and  every  one  doth  wifh. 
You  had  but  that  opinion  of  your  felf. 
Which  eveiy  noble  Roman  bears  of  you. 
This  is  Trehonius. 

Bru,  He  is  welcome  hither. 

CaJ\  This,  Dedus  Drutus, 

Bru.  He  is  welcome  too. 

Caf,  This,   Cafca  ;  this,  Cinna ; 
And  this,  Metellusy  Cimber. 

Bru,  They  are  all  welcome. 
What  watchful  cares  do  interpofe  themfelves 
Betwixt  your  eyes  and  night  ? 

Caf,  Shall  I  entreat  a  word  ?  \f[hey  nvhi/per, 

Dec,  Here  lies  the.Eaft  :  doth  not  the  day  break  here  ? 

Cafca^  No. 

Cin.  O  pardon,  Sir,  it  doth  ;  and  yon  grey  lines. 
That  fret  the  Clouds,  are  meffengers  of  day. 

Cafca,  You  jfhall  confefs,  that  you  are  both  deceived  : 
Here,  as  I  point  my  fword,  the  Sun  arifes, 
Which  is  a  great  way  growing  on  the  South, 
Weighing  the  youthful  feafon  of  the  year. 
Som.e  two  months  hence,  up  higher  tou^ard  the  North 
He  firll  prefents  his  fire,  and  the  high  Eafl 
Stands  at  the  Capitol,  diredlly  here. 

Bru,  Give  me  your  hands  all  over,  one  by  one. 

Caf.  And  let  ns  fwear  our  refolution. 

Bru,  No,  not  an  oath  :  if  that  the  face  of  naen^ 

The  fufferance  of  our  fouls,  the  time's  abufe,  

,   If  thefe  be  motives  weak,  break  oft  betimes ; 
And  ev'^ry  man  hence  to  his  idle  bed  : 
So  let  high-fighted  tyranny  range  on, 
'Till  each  man  drop  by -lottery.    But  if  thefe. 
As  \  am  fure  they  do,  bear  fire  enough  ] 
To  kindle  cowards;  and  to  Ikel  with  valour 
The  melting  fpirits  of  women,  then,  countrymen, 
"What  need  we  any  fpur,  but  our  own  caufe,. 
To  prick  us  to  redrefs  ?  what  other  bond, 
Than  fecret  Romans^  that  have  fpoke  the  word. 

And 
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And  will  not  palter  ?  and  what  other  oath. 
Than  honefty  to  honelly  engaged. 
That  this  fhall  be,  or  we  will  faH  for  it  ? 
Swear  priefts,  and  cowards,  and  men  cautelous^ 
Old  feeble  carrions^  and  fuch  fufFering  Ibuls 
That  welcome  wrongs :  unto  bad  caufes,  fwear 
Such  creatures  as  men  doubt  ;  but  do  not  flaiu 
.The  even  virtue  of  our  enterprize. 
Nor  th*  infuppreflive  mettle  of  our  fpirits  ; 
To  think,  that  9r  our  caufe,  or  our  performance^ 
Did  need  an  oath.    When  ev'ry  drop  of  blood. 
That  evVy  Rornm  bears,  and  nobly  bears. 
Is  guilty  of  a  feveral  baitardy. 
If  he  doth  break  the  fmallell  particle 
Of  any  promife  that  hath  pafl  from  him. 

^  Caf,  But  what  of  Cicero  ?  fhall  we  found  him  ? 
1  think,  he  will  ftand  very  flrong  with  us. 

Ca/ca.  Let  us  not  leave  him  out. 

Cin.  No,  by  no  mean^. 

Met,  O  let  us  have  him,  for  his  filver  hairs 
Will  purchafe  us  a  good  opinion^ 
And  buy  mens  voices  to  commend  our  deeds  : 
It  fhall  be  faid,  his  judgment  ruPd  our  hands ; 
Our  youths  and  wildnefs  lhali  no  wit  appear^ 
But  all  he  buried  in  his  gravity. 

Bru.  O,  name  him  not  :  let  y^s  not  break  with  him 
For  he  will  never  follow  any  thing. 
That  other  men  begin. 

Caf^  Then  leave  him  out. 

Cafca.  Indeed,  he  is  not  fit. 

Dec.  Shall  no  man  elfe  be  touch'd,  but  oriy 

Caf.  Decius,  well  urg'd :  I  think,  it  is  not  meet, 
Mark  Antony,  fo  well  belovM  of  C^Jar, 
Should  out-live  Ca^far :  we  fhall  find  of  him 
A  fhrewd  contriver.    And  you  know,  his  means,. 
If  he  improve  them,  may  well  flretch  fo  far. 
As  to  annoy  us  all  ;  which  to  prevent, 
Let  Antony  and  Ccefar  fall  together. 

Bru.  Our  courfe  will  feem  too  bloody,  Caius  Cajfius, 
To  gut  the  head  off,  and  then  hack  the  liiiibs  ; 
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Like  wrath  in  death,  and  envy  afterwards  : 
For  Antony  is  but  a  limb  of  Cafar. 
Let  us  be  facrificers,  but  not  butchers,  Caius  : 
We  all  ftand  up  againfl  the  fpirit  of  C^/ar. 
And  in  the  fpirit  of  man  there  is  no  blood  : 
O,  that  we  then  could  come  by  Cafor's  fpirit^ 
And  not  difmember  Co'far  !  but  alas ! 
C^far  mull  bleed  for  it— — And,  gentle  friends^ 
Let's  kill  him  boldly,  but  not  wrathfully  ; 
Let's  carve  him  as  a  dilh  fit  for  the  Gods, 
Not  hew  him  as  a  carkafs  fit  for  hounds. 
And  let  our  hearts,  as  fubtle  mafters  do. 
Stir  up  their  fervants  to  an  a6l  of  rage. 
And  after  feem  to  chide  them.  Thi^  fhall  make 
Our  purpofe  necelTary,  and  not  envious : 
Which  fo  appearing  to  the  common  eyes. 
We  fhall  be  call'd  Purgers,  not  Murderers. 
And  for  Mark  Antony^  think  not  of  him  ; 
For  he  can  do  no  more  than  C<^far\z  arm. 
When  Caefar"^  head  is  off. 

Caj,  Yet  do  I  fear  him ; 
For  in  tJi'  ingrafted  love  he  bears  to  Cafar  

Bru.  Alas,  good  Cojfim^  do  not  think  of  him  * 
If  he  love  C^far^  all  that  he  can  do 
Is  to  himfelf,  take  thought,  and  die  for  C^far : 
And  that  were  much,  he  fhould ;  for  he's  giv'n 
To  fports,  to  wildnefs,  and  fiiuch  company. 

Trei,  There  is  no  fear  in  him ;  let  him  not  die; 
For  he  will  live,  and  laugh  at  this  hereafter. 

\Chck  ftrihs^ 

Bru.  Peace,  count  the  clock. 

Caf.  The  clock  hath  ftricken  three. 

Treh.  'Tis  time  to  part. 

Caf.  But  it  is  doubtful  yet. 
If  will  come  forth  to  day,  or  no  : 

For  he  is  fuperftitious  grown  of  late, 
{Quite  from  the  main  opinion  he  held  once 
Of  fantafie,  of  dreams,  and  ceremonies  :) 
It  may  be,  thefe  apparent  prodigies. 
The  unaccuftom'd  terror  of  this  nighty 

And 
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And  the  perfuafion  of  his  augurers. 
May  hold  him  fi'pm  the  Capitol  to  day. 

Dec.  Never  fear  that  ?  if  he  be  fo  refolv'dl^ 
I  can  o'cr-fway  him  ;  for  he  loves  to  hear. 
That  unicorns  may  be  betray \i  with  trees. 
And  bears  with  glailes',  elephants  with  holes. 
Liens  With  toils,  and  men  with  flatterers. 
But  when  I  tell  him,  he  hates  flatterers. 
He  fays,  he  does ;  being  then  moil  flattered. 
Le-ave  me  to  work: 

por  I  can  give  his  humour  the  truc/bent  ; 
AndJ  will  bring  him  to  the  Capitol. 

CV^C  Nay,  we  will  all  of  us  be  there  to  fetch. him* 

Bni,  Bj^  the  eighth  hour,  is  that  the  uttermolt  ? 

C/«  fie  that  the  uttermoft,  and  fai^  not  then. 

Met,  Qaiiis  Ligarrus  'doth  bear  C^for  hard. 
Who  rated  him  for  fpeaking  well  of  Pomfey ; 
I  wonder,  none  of  you  have  thought  of  him. 

Bru,  Now,  good  Metellus,  go  along  to  him  : 
He  loves  me  well :  And  I  have  given  him  reafons  ; 
Send  him  but  hither,  and  PJl  fafidon  him. 

CaJ.  The  morning .  come's  upon's  3  we'll  leave  you^ 
Brutus  ; 

And,  friends !  difperfe  your  felves  ;  but  all  remember 
What  you  have  faid,  and  fnew  your  felves  true  Rojnanu 

Bru.  Good  Gentlemen,  look  frefli  and  merrily  j 
Let  not  our  iooks  put  on  our  purpofes  ; 
But  bear  it,  as  our  Roman  aciors  do. 
With  untir'd  ipirits,  and  formal  conftancy  ; 
And  fo,  good  morrcnv  to  you  every  one.  {Exeunt^. 

Manet  Brutus, 
J^oy  !  Lucius '  i^ifi:  afleep  ?  it  is  no  ir.atter. 
Enjoy  the  honey- heavy  dew  of  Slumber  : 
Thou  hall  no  figures  nor  ho  fantafjes, 
Which  bufy  care  draws  in  the  brains  of  men  i 
Therefore  tkou  ileep'll  fo  found  • 

Enter  Porcia. 
Pc%'.  Brutus,  My  lord  f 

Bru,  Fcrcia^  what  mean  you  ?  wlierefore-  rife  you 
now  ?  '  ' 

B    •  It 
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It  is  not  for  your  health  thus  to  commit. 
Your  weak  condition  to  the  raw  cold  morning, 

Por.  Nor  for  yours  neither.  YouVe'ungently, 
Stole  from  my  bed  :  and  yefternight  at  fupper. 
You  fuddenly  arofe  and  walk'd  about, 
T^vlufing  and  fighing,  with  your  arms  a-crofs  : 
And,  when  L  ask'd  you  what  the  matter  was. 
You  llar'd  upon  me  with  ungentle  looks. 
I  urg'd  you  further  ;  then  you  fcratch'd  your  head. 
And  too  impatiently  flamp'd  with  your  foot : 
Yet  I  infilled,  yet  you  anfwer'd  not ; 
But  with  angry  wafture  of  your  hand. 
Gave  iign  for  me  to  leave  you  j  fo  I  did. 
Fearing  to  ftrengthen  that  impatience. 
Which  feem'd  too  much  inkindled  ;  and,  withal. 
Hoping  It  was  but  an  eftedl  of  humour  ; 
Which  fometime  hath  his  hour  with  every  man. 
It  will  not  let  you  eat,  nor  talk,  nor  lleep ; 
And  could  it  work  fo  much  upon  your  ftiape. 
As  it  hath  much  prevaii'd  on  your  condition, 
I  fhould  not  know  you,  Brutus,    Dear  my  lord. 
Make  me  acquainted  with  your  caufe  of  grief . 

Bru.  I  am  not  well  in  health,  and  that  is  all. 
•   Por,  Brutus  is  wife,  and  were  he  not  in  health. 
He  would  embrace  the  means  to  come  by  it. 

Bru.  Why,  fo  I  do  :  good  P or cia,  go  to  bed. 

Por,  Is  Brutus  fick  ?  and  is  it  phyfical 
To  walk  unbraced,  and  Juck  up  the  humours 
Of  the  dank  morning  ?  what,  is  Brutus  fick  ? 
And  will  he  ileal  out  of  his  v/holfom  bed, 
H  o  dare  the  vile  contagion  of  the  night  ? 
And  tempt  the  rheumy  and  unpurged  air. 
To  add  unto  his  ficknefs  ?  no,  my  Brutus^ 
You  have  fome  fick  oiFence  within  your  mind. 
Which,  by  the  Right  and  Virtue  of  my  place, 
I  ought  to  know  of  :  and,  upon  my  knees, 
I  charm  you,  by  my  once-commended  beauty. 
By  all  your  vows  of  love,  and  that  great  vow 
Which  -did  incorporate  and  make  us  one. 
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That  you  unfold  to  me,  your  felf,  your  half. 
Why  you  are  heavy  :  and  what  men  to  night 
Have  had  refort  to  you  :  for  here  have  been 
Some  fix  or  feven,  who  did  hide  their  faces ; 
Even  from  darknefs. 

Bru,  Kneel  not,  gentle  P^m<^. 

For.  I  fhould  not  need,  if  you  were  gentle  Brutus  I 
Within  the  bond  of  marriage,  tell  me,  Brutusy 
Is  it  excepted,  I  fhould  know  no  fecrets 
That  appertain  to  you  ?  am  I  your  felf. 
But,  as  it  were,  in  fort  or  limitation  ? 
To  keep  with  you  at  meals,  comfort  your  bed, 
'  And  talk  to  you  fometimes  ?  dwell  I  but  in  the  fuburbs 
Of  your  good  pleafure  ?  if  it  be  no  more, 
Forcia  is  Brutus  harlot,  not  his  Wife. 

Bru,  You  are  my  true  and  honourable  Wife  ; 
As  dear  to  me,  as  are  the  ruddy  drops 
That  vifit  my  fad  heart. 

For.  If  this  were  true,  then  fliould  I  know  this  fe- 
cfet. 

I  grant,  I  am  a  Woman  ;  but  withal, 

A  Woman  that  lord  Brutus  took  to  Wife  : 

I  grant,  I  am  a  ¥/oman  ;  but  withal,  . 

A  Woman  well  reputed  ;  Cato\  daughter. 

Think  you,  I  am  no  itronger  than  my  fex. 

Being  fo  father'd,  and  fo  husbanded  ? 

Tell  me  your  counfels,  I  will  not  difclofe  them : 

I  have  made  llrong  proof  of  my  cpnikncy. 

Giving  my  Jelf  a  voluntary  Wound 

Here,  in  the  thigh  :  can  I  bear  that  with  patience. 

And  not  my  husband's  lecrets  ? 

Bru,  O  ye  Gods ! 
Render  me  worthy  of  this  noble  Wife.  \Knock. 
Hark,  hark,,  one  knocks :  Forcia  g(^  in  a  while  ; 
And,  by  and  by, .  thy  bofom  fhaii  partake 
The  fecrets  of  my  heart. 
All  my  Engagements  I  will  conflrue  to  thee, 
All  the  charadery  of  my  fad  brows. 
Leave  me  with  halle.  {Exit  Porla. 


Entsr 


2&  Julius  C^s  a 

£jiter  Lucius  Ligarius. 

Luchts.  Who's  there  that  knocks'?  » 

Luc,  Flere  is  a  lick  man,  that  would  fpeak  with  yoa. 
^r/^.  Qaius  LigariuSy  that  Metellus  fpake  of. 
Boy,  Hand  afide.    C^/^j  Lwarius  !  how  ? 
,    CaL  Vouchlafe  good  morrow  from  a  feeble  tongue. 

Brii.  O,  what  a  time  have  you  choofe  out,  brave  C^/W, 
To  wear  a  kerchief?  would  you  were  not  fick  ! 

CaL  I  am  not  fick,  if  Brutus  have  in  hand 
Any  exploit  worthy,  the  name  of  honour. 

Bru.  Sucli  an  exploit  have  I  in  hand,^  Z/V/^r/Af/, 
Had  ycu  an  healthful  ear  to  hear  of  it. 

O?/.  By  all  the  G,ods  the  Ri;ma::s  hov/  before, 
I  liere  difcard  my  ficknefsj  '  Soul  of  Rome! 
Erave  Ion,  deriv'd  frorn  honourable  loins  f 
Thou,  like  and  Exorciii,  hath  conjured  up 
My  mortified  fpirit.    Now  bid  me  run, 
And  1  will  firive  with  things  impoilible  ; 
Yea,  get  the  better  of  them,    What*s  to  do? 

Bru.   A  piece  of  vvcrk^  that  wiii  make  fick  mm 
whole. 

Cai.  But  are  not  fpme  whole,  that  .we  mail  ^m.ak^ 
fick  ? 

Bru.  1  hat  mufi  we  alfo.    What  it  is,  my  Cains, 
I  lliall  unfold  to  thee,  as  w^e  are  going, 
To  whom  it  muft  be  done. 

'  Oai.  Set  on  your  foot, 
And  with  a  heart  new  hr'd  I  follow  you, 
*1  o  do  I  know  not  what  :  But  it  fuSiceth 
That  Bnaus  leads  me  on. 

Bru.  Follow  me  then.  .  [Exeu^f^ 

SCENE  changes  to  C^efar'j  Palace. 

nunder  and  Lightning,    Bntsr  Julius  Casfar. 

C^'f,  Nor  heaven,  nor  earth,  have  been  at  peace  to 
night  ; 

Thrice  hath  Calphurma  In  l>er  fleep  .cry'd  out, 

n  iielp,  ho  ;  they  murder  .Cccfarr  Who's  within  ? 

Ent^r 
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Enter  a  Ser=uant. 

8er,  My  lord  ? 

OyC  Go  bid  the  priells.do  prefent  facrifice, 
And  bring  me  tlieir  opinions  of  fuccers. 

Ser.^  1  will,  my  lord.  \Exli. 
Enter  Calphurnia.. 
,  Cal  What  mean  you,  Ccefar  ?   think  you  to  walk 
forth ; 

You  fhall  not  ftir  out  of  your  houfe  to  day. 

C^/  Q^far  fliall  forth  ;  the  things  that  threatned  me. 
Ne'er  lookt  but  on  my  back  :  When  they  fhall  fee 
The  face  of  Ccefar,  they  are  Vaniflied, 

Cal,  Cajar^  I  never  itocd  on  ceremonie?, 
Yet  now  they  fright  me  :  There  is  one  within, 
(Eefides  the  things  that  we  have  heard  and  fecn) 
kecount^  moft  horrrid  fighfs  feen  by  the  Watch. 
A  lionefs  hath  whelped  in  the  ib'eets, 
And  Graves  have  yawn'd,  and  yielded  up  their  dead 
Fierce  fiery  Warriors  fight  upon  the  clouds, 
In  ranks  and  fquadrons  and  right  form  of  War, 
Which  drizzled  blood  upon  the  Capitol  : 
The  noife  of  battle  hurtled  in  tiie  air  ; ; 
Korfes  did  neigh,  and  dying  men  did  groan  ;  , 
And  Ghofls  did  fhriek,  and  fqueal  about  the  ftreets. 
O  C<rfar\  thefe  things  are  Beyond  ail  ufe. 
And  I  do  fear  them. 

C^f.  ¥7hat  can  be  avoided, 
Whofe  end  is  purposed  by  the  mighty  Gods  ? 
Yet  Q^far  fhall  go  forth  :  For  theie  predi<ftions 
Are  to  the  World  in  general,  as  to  Qaefar. 

Qal.  When  beggars  die,  there  are  no  comets  feen  ; 
The  heav'ns  themielves  blase  forth  the  death  of  Princes.' 

Qaef.  Cowards  die  many  times  before  their  deaths ; 
The  valiant  never  talle  of  death  but  once  : 
Of  all  the  wonders  that  I  yet  have  he^ird, 
It  feems  to  me  moll  Grange,  that  men  fhould  fear  : 
Seeing  that  death,  a  neceffary  end, 
Will  come,  when  it  will  come. 

Enter  a  Ser^jant, 
What  fay  the  Augurs? 
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Ser,  They  would  not  have  you  to  ftir  forth  to  day. 
Plucking  the  entrails  of  an  Offering  forth. 
They  could  not  find  a  heart  within  the  beaft.  • 

\_Extt  Ser^vant^ 

Caef.  The  Gods  do  this  in  ftiame  of  cowardife  : 
Qaefar  fhould  be  a  bcaft  without  a  heart. 
If  he  fhould  flay  at  heme  to  day  for  fear. 
No,  Caefar  fhall  not ;  Danger  knows  full  well. 
That  Caefar  is  more  dangerous  than  he. 
We  were  two  lions  litter'd  in  ore  day. 
And  I  the  elder  and  more  terrible ; 
And  Caefar  {hall  go  forth. 

Cal.  Alas,  my  lord. 
Your  wifdom  is  confum'd  -in  confidence  : 
Do  not  go  forth  to  day  ;  call  it  my  fear. 
That  keeps  you  in  the  houfe,  and  not  your  own. 
\Ve'll  fend  Mark  Antony  to  the  Senate-houfe, 
And  he  will  fay,  you  are  not  well  to  day  : 
Let  me,  upon  my  knee,  prevail  in  this. 

Qaef  Mark  Antony  lhall  fay,  I  am  not  well  ; 
And  for  thy  humour  I  will  ilay  at  home. 

Enter  Decius. 
Here's  Decius  Brutus^  he  fliall  tell  them  fo. 

Dec. , Qaefar^  all  hail !  good. morrow,  v/orthy  Caefar} 
I  come  to  fetch  you  to  the  Senate-houfe. 

Caef  And  you  are  come  in  very  happy  time. 
To  benr  my  Greeting  to  the  Senators, 
And  tell  them,  that  I  will  not  come  to  day  : 
Cannot,  is  falfe ;  and  that  I  dare  not,  falfer  ; 
I  v/ill  not  come  to  day  ;  tell  them  fo,  Decius, 

Cal.  Say  he  is  fick. 

Caef  Shall  Caefar  {txii  a  lye  ? 
Have  I  in  conquefi  ilretcht  mine  arm  fo  far, 
'i'o  be  afraid  to  tell  Grey -beards  the  truth  ? 
Decius,  go  tell  them,  Caefar  Will  not  come. 

Dec.  Moft  mighty  Caefar,  let  me  know  fome  caufe; 
Left  I  be  laught  at,  v/hen  I  tell  them*  fo. 

Caef  The  caufe  is  in  my  will,  I  Vv'ill  not  come 
That  is  enough  to  fatisfie  the  Senate. 
But  for  your  private  fatisfaftion, 

Becaufe 
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Beraufe  I  love  you,  I  will  let  you  know. 

Calphurnia  herc,  my  Wife,  ilays  me  at  home  : 

She  dreamt  laft  night,  fhe  faw  my  Statue, 

Which,  like  a  fountain,  with  an  hundred  fpouts,  ^ 

Did  run  pure  blood  ;  and  many  luRy  Remans 

Came  fmiiing,  and  did  bathe  their  hands  in  it. 

Thefe  fhe  applies  for  warnings  and  portents. 

And  evils  imminent ;  and  on  her  knee 

Hath  begg'd,  that  I  will  iky  at  home  to  day. 

Luv,  I'his  Dream  is  all  amifs  interpreted  ; 
It  was  a  Vifion  fair  and  fortunate  : 
Your  Statue,  fpouting  blood  in  many  pipes. 
In  which  fo  many  {miWng  RoTfiansh-xiKd, 
Signifies,  that  from  You  great  Rom^^M.  fuck 
Reviving  blood  ;  and  that  Great  Men  fhall  prefs 
For  tin(5lares,  flains,  relicks,  and  cognifance. 
This  by  Calphurnia  s  Dream  is  fignify'd. 

Qaef.  And  this  way  have  you  well  expounded  it. 

Dec,  I  have,  when  you  have  heard  what  I  can  fay  ; 
And  know  it  now,"  the  Senate  have  concluded 
1^0  give  this  day  a  Crown  to  mighty  Cae/ar, 
If  you  fliall  fend  them  v/ord  you  will  not  come, 
Theii*  minds  may  change.    Befides,  it  were  a  mock 
Apt  to  be  rendered,  for  fome  one  to  fay^ 

Break  up  the  Senate  till  another  time. 

When  Qaefar^  Wife  fhall  meet  with  better  Dreams  : 
If  Qaefar  hide  himfelf,  fiiall  they  not  whifper, 

Lo,  Qaefar  is  afraid  ! 
Pardon  m.e,  Caefar  ;  for  my  dear,  dear  love 
To  your  proceeding  bids  me  tell  you  this  : 
And  reafon  to  my  love  is  liable. 

Qa'f  How  fooliih  cio  your  Fears  fcem  now,,  Calphumui  P 
I  am  afliaraed,  I  did  yield  to  rhem.  , 
Give  me  my  Robe,  for  I  will  go  : 

E»fer   Brutus,   Ligarius,    Metelliis,  Cafca,  Trebonius, 
Cinna  Publius. 

And,  look,  where  PuhUus  is  come  to  fetch  me. 
Fub.  Good  morrow,  Qaefar. 
Qaef.  Welcome,  PuhUus. 
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What,  Brutusy  are  you  Hirr^d  lo  early  too ! 
Good  morrow.  Cafe  a  :  Q^ius  Ligarius  y 
Qaefar  was  ne'er  fo  much  your  enerny, 
A%  that  fame  Ague  that  hath  made  you  lean. 
What  is*t  o'  clock  ? 

Bru,  Qaefar^  ^tis  flrucken  eight. 

Qaef.  I  thank  you  for  your  pains  and  coul*tefie. 
Enter  Antony, 
See,  Antony^  that  revels  long  o'  nights,  • 
Is  notwithllanding  up.    Good  morrow, 

Ant.  So  to  moit  noble  Qaefar, 

Caej,  Bid  them  prepare  within  : 
I  am  to  blame  to  be  thus  Vv^aited  for. 
Now,  Cinna ;  now  Mctellus  i  what,  Trebofiius  ! 
.  I  have  an  hour*s  talk  in  floi-e  lor  you. 
Remember,  that  you  call  on  me  to  day  ; 
Be  near  me,  that  I  may  remember  you. 

Treb,  Qaefar  y  I  will,- — andfo  near  will  I  be,  -  ^AfJs, 
That  your  beft  Friend  Ihall  wifti  I  had  been  further, 

Qaef,  Good  Friendc,  go  in,  and  tafte  feme  Wine  with 
me. 

And  we,  like  Friends,  Vv^ill  flraightway  go  together. 
Bru.  Tiiat  every  like  is  not  the  fame,  O  Qaefar ^ 

'  UftJe, 

The  Heart  of  Brutus  yerns  to  think  upon  !  [Exeunt^ 

SCENE  changes  to  a  Street  near  the  Capitol. 

Enter  Artemidcrus,  reading  a  Paper, 

C  i?I  S  A  R,  hesware  of  Brutus  i  take  heed  of  Cajdius  | 
to?ne  not  near  Caica  ;  ha^ue  an  eye  to  Cinna ;  trufi  not 
Trebonius ;  mark  ^ell  Metellus  Cimber  ;  Decius  Brutus 
lo^-ves  thee  not  ;  thou  haft  nvrongd  Caius  Ligarius.  There 
is  hut  one  mind  in  all  ihefe  jnen,  and  it  is  lent  againfi 
Ciefar.  Jf  thcu  heefi  not  immortal ,  lock  about  thee  :  fe- 
curity  ginjes  ^ay  to  confpiracy,    ^fhe  jnighty  Gcds  defend  thee  \ 

Thy  Lover  Artemidorus. 
Plere  will  I  ftand,       Qaefar  pafs  along,  < 
And  as  a  fuitor  will  I  give  him  this : 
My  heart  laments,  that  virtue  cannot  live  Out 
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Out  of  the  teeth  of  emulation. 

If  thou  read  this,  O  C^far^  thou  may'ft  live  ; 

If  not  the  fates  with  Traitors  do  eontrivc.  \Exit, 

Enter  Porcia  aytd  Lucius, 

?or,  I  pr'ythee,  Boy,  run  to  the  Senate-houfe  ; 

Stay  not  to  anfwer  i^e,  but  get  thee  gone  : 

Why  doft  thou  flay  ? 
\xuc.  To  know  my  errand,  Madam. 
Por,  I  would  have  had  thee  there,  and  here  again. 

Ere  I  can  tell  thee  what  thou  ftiould'A  do  there  . 

0  Condancy,  be  ilrong  upon  my  fide, 

Set  a  huge  mountain  'tween  my  heart  and  tongue  ; 

1  hav5  a  man's  mind,  but  a  woman's  might  : 
How, hard  is  it  for  women  to  keep  counfel  ! 
Art  thou  here  yet  ? 

Luc.  Madam,  what  ihould  I  do  ? 
Run  to  the  Capitol,  and  nothing  elfe  ? 
And  fo  return  to  you,  and  nothing  elfe  ? 

Por,  Yes,  bring  me  word^  boy,  if  thy  Lord  look  well, 
For  he  went  fickly  forth,  and  take  good  TiotCj 
What  C^y2z/- doth,  what  fuitors  prefi^  to  him. 
Hark,  Boy  !  what  noife  is  that  ? 

Luc,  I  hear  none,  Madam. 

Par,  Pr'ythee,  liilen  well :  \ 
I  heard  a  bulHing  rumour  like  a  fray. 
And  the  wind  brings  it  from  the  Capitol. 

Luc.  Sooth,  Madam,  I  hear  nothing. 

E.nter  Artemidorus. 

Por.  Come  hither,  fellow,  which  way  haft  thoubeen  ? 

Art.  At  mine  own  houfe,  good  Lady. 

Por.  What  is't  o' clock  ? 

Art.  About  the  ninth  hour,  Lady. 

Por.  Is  C^/^flfr-yet  gone  tothe  Capitol? 

Art.  Madam,  not  yet  ;  I  go  to  take  my  Stand, 
To  fee  him  pafs  on  to  the  Capitol . 

Por.  Thou  liafl  Tome  fuit  to  C^y2?r,  hail  thou  not  ? 

Art.  That  I  have.  Lady,  if  it  will  pleafe  Q^far 
, '  To  be  fo  good  to  Q.^Jar^  as  to  hear  me  :     -  ♦ 
"  I  fhall  befeecli  him  to  befriend  himfelf. 
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i  >v.  vv  liy,  know'ft  thou  any  harm  intended  towVds 
him  ?  "  * 

y/r/.  None  that  I  know  will  be,  much  that  I  fear  ; 
Gco'vmo'  row  fo  you.    Here  the  flreet  is  narrow  : 
The  throng,  that  -follows  Qaefar  at  the  heels. 
Of  Senators,  of  Praetors,  common  Suitors, 
Will  croud  a  feeble  Man  almoft  to  death  : 
I'll  get  me  to  a  place  more  void,  and  there 
Speak  to  great  Caefar  as  he  comes  along.  [Exit. 

Por,  I  muft  go  in— aye  me  !  how  weak  a  thing 
The  heart  of  Woman  is  [  O  Brutus  !  Brutus  ! 
The  Heavens  fpecd  thee  in  thine  enterprize  ! 

Sure,  the  Bay  heard  me  ;  Brutus  hath  a  Suit, 

That  Qaefar  will  not  grant.  O,  I  grow  faint: 

Run,  Lucras,  and  commend  me  to  my  Lord ; 
Say,  I  am  merry  ;  come  to  me  again, 
And  bring  me  word  what  he  doth  Tay  to  thee. 

[Exeunt  fi^verallj. 


ACT  HI. 

S  C  E  N  E,-  the  Street  before  the  Capitol  j 
and  the  Capitol  open. 

Flouriflo.  Enter  Caefar^BrutuSjCafliuSjCafcajDe- 
cius,^  Metellus,  Trebonius,  Cinna,  Antony, 
Lepidus,  Artemidorus^Popilius,  Publius, 

and  the  Sooth-fayer. 

Qaf,    ^  I    H  E  Ides  of  March  are  come. 

Sooth.  Ay,  Caefar^  but  not  gone. 
Jrt,  Hail,  Caefar:  read  this  fchedule. 
Dec.  Trebonius  doth  defire  you  to  o'erread. 
At  your  bed  leifure,  this  his  humble  fuit. 

Jrt.  O  Qaefar,  read  mine  firft  ;  for  mine's  a  fuit. 
That  touches  Qaefar  nearer.    Read  it,  great  Qaefar, 

I  Qaf 
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C/^'/.  .  What  touches  ns  our  feK,  (hall  be  lafl  ferv'd. 

Delay  not,  Qaefavy  read  it  inftantly. 
C/^/I  What,  is  the  fellow  mad  ? 
Pub,  Sirrah,  give  place. 

Qaf.  What,  urge  you  your  petitions  in  the  ftreet  ? 
Come  to  the  Capitol. 

Pop,  I  wifh,  your  enterprize  to  day  may  thrive  : 

Qaf  What  enterprize,  Vopilius  P 

Pop.  Fare  you  well. 

Bru,  What  fa  id  Popi litis  Lena  ? 

Qaf,  He  wifh'd,  to-day  our  enterprize  might  thrive  : 
I  fear,  our  purpofe  is  difcovered. 

Bru,  Look,  how  he  makes  to  Caefar :  mark  him, 

Qaf.  Qafcay  be  fudden,  for  we  fear  prevention. 
Bru^s,  what  lhall  be  done,  if  this  be  known  ? 
QaJJtus,  or  Caefar y  never  {hall  turn  back  ; 
For  I  will  flay  my  felf, 

Bru,  Qaffus  be  conilant  : 
Popiliiis  Lena  fpeaks  not  of  our  purpofe  ; 
For,  look,  he  fmiles,  and  Caefar  doth  not  change. 

Caf  Trebonius  knows  his  time  ;  for  look  you,  Brutui 
.  He  dr^ws  Mark  Antony  out  of  the  v/ay, 

Dec.  Where  is  Metellus  Cimber  ?  let  him  go. 
And  prefently  prefer  his  fuit  to  Caefar^ 

Bru,  He  is  addreft  ;  prefs  near  and  fecond  him. 

Cin,  Cafcay  you  are  the  firft  that  rears  your  hand. 

C^f  Are  we  all  ready  ?  what  is  now  amifs. 
That  Caefar  and  his  Senate  muft  redrefs  ? 

Met.,  Moll  high,  moil  mighty,   and    moll  puiflant 
Caefar, 

Metellus  Cimber  throws  before  thy  feat  [^Kneeling. 
An  humble  heart. 

C^f  I  mull  prevent  thee,  Cimber  ; 
Thefe  couchings  and  thefe  lowly  curtefies 
Might  fire  the  blood  of  ordinary  nfven. 
And  turn  pre-ordinanc6  and  firll  decree 
Into  the  lane  of  children.    Be  not  fond, 
To  think  that  Caefar  bears  fuch  rebel  blood,. 
That  will  be  thaw'd  from  the  true  quality 
W^ith  That  which  meltcth  fools;  I  mean^  fweet  words ^ 

Low- 
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Low-crooked  curtfies,  and  bafe  fpaniel  fawning^. 

Thy  brother  by  decree  is  banillied  ; 

If  thou  dofl  bend,  and  pray,  and  fawn  for  him, 

I  fpurn  thee  like  a  cur  out  of  my  way. 

KnovVy  C^/ar  doth  not  wrong,  nor  without  caufe 

Will  he  be  fatisfied. 

Met,  Is  there  no  voice  more  worthy  than  my  own^ 
To  found  more  fv/eetly  in  great  Ca^far*s  ear. 
For  the  repealing  of  my  banilVd  Brother  ? 

Bru.  I  kifs  thy  hand,  but  not  in  flattery,  Ci^far  } 
Deiiring  thee,  that  Puhlius  Cimher  may 
Have  an  immediate  freedom  of  repeal. 

C<^/:  Vsfhdit,  Brutus  I  - 

Qaf.  Pardon,  Ca-far ;  Qafar^  pardon^ 
As  low  as  to  thy  fcotdoth'  Qm£Ius  fall. 
To  beg  enfranchifement  for  Puhlius  Qimher, 

CW.  J  could  be  well  mov'd,  if  I  were- as  you  5 
If  I  could  pray  to  move,  prayers  would  move  me  1 
But  I  am  conftant  as  the  Northern  Star, 
Of  whofetrue,  fixt,  and  re  fling  quality, 
There  is  no  fellow  in  the  firmament ; 
The  skies  are  painted  with  unnumbered  fparks^  ' 
They  are  ail  fire,  and  every  one  doth  fhine  ; 
»  Eut  there^s  but  one  in  all  doth  hold  his  place. 
So,  in  the  world,  'tis  furni/h'd  well  with  men. 
And  men  are  iielh  and  bleed,  and  apprehen£ve  5 
Yet  in  the  number,  I  do  know  but  one 
That  unsffailable  holds  on  his  rank, 
TJnfhak'd  of  motion  :  and  that  I  am  he. 
Let  m'e  a         iliew  it,  even  in  this  i 
That  I  was  ccndant  Qir:iber  fhould  be  banift'd^ 
And  corlfiant  do  rerrain  to  keep  him  fo. 

dm.  O  Cafar  

C^/  Hence  !  wilt  rhou  lift  up  Olympus  P 

Dec.  Great  C^/ar  ^ 

Cae/.  Doth  not  Brutus  bcotlcfs  kneel  ? 

Ca/ca.  Speak  hands  forme.  [^t^J ft^h  Cacfar, 

Caef,  Et  tu.  Brute?  thcxi  ^TiWCaefar  !  {Dies. 

Cin.  Liberty!  freedom  !  Tyranny  is  dead— — 
Run  hence,  proclaim,  cry  it  about  the  Streets —  • 
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Cuf,  Some  to  the  common  PuJpits,  and  cry  out, 
Liberty,  freedom,  and  enfranchifemerit. 

Bru,  People,  and  Senators  !  be  not  afFrighted  ; 
Fly  not,  ftand  flill.    Ambition's  debt  is  paid. 

Caf.  Goto  the  Pulpit,  Brutus, 

Dec.  And  CaJJius  too. 

Bru.  Where's  Publius  P 

Ci?t.  Here,  quite  confounded  with  this  mutiny. 
Met.  Stand  faft  together,  left  fome  Friends  of  CaefAr^% 
Should  chance  

-  Bru,  Talk  not  of  ftanding.    Puhlius,  good  cheer  5 
There  is  no  harm  intended  to  your  Perfon. 
Nor  to  no  Roman  elfe  ;  fo  tell  them,  Publius. 

Caf.  And  leave  us,  Publius^  lefcthat  the  People^ 
Rufliing  on  us,  fliould  do  your  age  fome  mifchief. 

Bru.  Dofo;  and  let  no  man  abide  this  deed ^ 
But  we  the  Doers. 

Enter  Trebonius. 

Caf.  Where  is  Antony  P 

7re.  Fled  to  his  Houfe  amaz'd. 
Men,  Wives,  and  Children,  jfiare,  cry  out,  and  ru^ 
As  it  were  Dooms  day. 

Bru»  Fates  !  wc  will  know  your  pleafures  i 
That  we  ihall  die,  we  know  y  'tis  but  the  time. 
And  drawing  d?.ys  out,  that  men  ft^nd  upon. 

Caf.  Why,  he  that  cuts  oK  twenty  years  of  life^ 
Cuts  off  fo  many  years  of  fearing  death. 

Bru,  Grant  That,  and  then  is  death  a  benefit. 
So  are  we  Caefars  Friends,  that  have  abridg'd 
His  time  of  fearing  death,    ^too^^,  Romans,  ftcop3 
And  let  us  bathe  our  hands  in  Qaefars  blood. 
Up  to  the  elbows,  and  befrntsar  €)ur  fwords, 
Then  walk  we  forth  even  to  the  Market-place, 
4nd,  waving  our  red  weapons  o'er  our  heads. 
Let's  all  cry,  peace  !  freedom!  and  liberty  ! 

Qaf  Stoop  then,  and  walli  — how  many  ages  hence 

[^Dippi72g  their  /words  in  CccfarV  hkod. 
Shall  this  our  lofty  Scene  be  afted  o'er, 
In  States  unborn,  and  accents  yet  unknov/n  ? 
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Bru.  How  many  times  {hdWCaefar  bleed  in  fport^ 
That  now  on  Pompeys  Bafis  lies  along. 
No  worthier  than  the  dull  ? 

Caf,  So  oft  as  that  fliall  be 
So  often  ftiall  the  knot  of  us  becall'd 
The  Men  that  gave  their  Country  Liberty. 

Dec.  What  lhall  we  forth  ? 

Caf,  Ay,  every  man  away. 
Brutus  fhall  lead,  and  we  will  grace  his  heels 
With  the  moft  boldeft,  and  beft  hearts  of  Rome^ 
Enter  a  Ser^a7tt. 

Bru.  Soft,  who  comes  here  ?  A  Friend  of  Jntonfs* 

Ser,  Thus,  ^rtttus,  did  my  Mafter  bid  me  kneel ; 
Thus  did  Mark  Antony  bid  me  fall  down  j  [kneeling. 
And,  being  prollrate,  thus  he  bad  me  fay. 
Brutus  is  noble,  wife,  valiant  and  hcneft ; 
Qaefar  was  mighty,  royal,  bold  and  loving ; 
Say,  I  love  Brutus,  and  I  honour  him  ; 
Say,  I  fear'd  Qaefar,  honoured  him,  and  lov'd  him» 
If  Brutus  will  vouchfafe  that  Antony 
May  fafely  come  to  him,  and  be  refolv'd 
How  Caefar  hath  deferv'd  to  lie  in  death  : 
Mark  Antony  fhall  not  love  Qaefar  dead. 
So  well  as  Brutus  living  ;  but  will  follow 
The  fortunes  and  affairs  of  noble  Brutus, 
Through  the  hazards  of  this  untrod  State, 
With  all  true  faith.    So  fays  my  Mader  Antony, 

Bru,  Thy  Mailer  is  a  wife  and  valiant  Roman  % 
I  never  thought  him  worfe. 
Tell  him,  fo  pleafe  him  come  unto  this  place. 
He  lhall  be  fatisfied  ;  and,  by  my  honour^ 
Depart  untou.ch'd. 

Sernj,  Til  fetch  him  prefently.  {Exit  Servant. 

Bru.  I  know,  that  we  fliall  have  him  well  to  friend. 

Qaf  I  wifh,  we  may  :  but  yet  have  I  a  mind. 
That  fears  him  much ;  and  my  mifgiving  ftill 
Falls  Ihrewdly  to  the  purpofe. 

Enter  Antony. 

Bru.  But  here  comes  Welcome,  Tkf^r-^  Antony, 

Ant.  O  mighty  Qaefar  [  "doft  thou  lie  fo  low  F 
Are  all  thy  Conquefts,  Glories,  Triumphs,  Spoils, 

Shrunk 
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Shrunk  to  this  little  meafure  ?  -  fare  thee  well. 

I  know  not,  Gentlemen,  what  you  intend. 

Who  elfe  mull  be  let  blood,  who  eife  is  rank  ; 

If  I  my  felf,  there  is  no  hour  fo  fit 

As  Car/ar's  death's  hour    nor  no  inftrument 

Of  half  that  worth  as  thofc  your  fwords,  made  rich 

With  the  moil:  noble  blood  of  all  this  world. 

t  do  befeechye,  if  you  bear  me  hard, 

JsTbw  whilft  your  purpled  hands  do  reek  and  fmoak. 

Fulfil  your  pleafure.    Live  a  thoufand  years, 

I  fhall  not  find  my  felf  fo  apt  to  die  : 

Ni>  place  will  pleafe  me  fo,  no  meane  of  death, 

As  here  by  C^/ar,  and  by  you  cut  off. 

The  choice  and  mafter-fpirits  of  this  age. 

Bru.  O  Antony  !  beg  not  your  death  of  us  : 
Though  now  we  mufl  appear  bloody  and  cruel. 
As,  by  our  hands,  and  this  our  prefent  aft. 
You  fee,  we  do  ;  yet  fee  you  biii  our  hands. 
And  this  the  bleeding  bufinefs  they  have  done  : 
Our  hearts  you  fee  not,  they  are  pitiful ; 
And  pity  to  the  general  wrong  of  Rome 
(As  fire  drives  out  fire,  fo  pity,  pity  ,*) 
Hath  done  this  deed  on  Ceefar :  For  your  part. 
To  you  our  fwords  have  leaden  points,  Mar^  Antony 
Our  arms  exempt  from  malice,  and  our  hearts 
Of  brothers'  temper,  do  receive  you  in 
With  all  kind  love,  good  thoughts,  and  reverence. 

Caf.  Your  voice  fhall  be  as  ftrong  as  any  man's 
In  the  difpofmg  of  new  dignities. 

Bru,  Only  be  patient,  'till  we  have  appeas'd 
The  multitude,  befide  themfelves  with  fear  ; 
And  then  we  will  deliver  you  the  caufe. 
Why  I,  that  did  love  Cafar  when  I  ilrook  him. 
Proceeded  thus. 

Ant,  I  doubt  not  of  your  wifdom. 
Let  each  man  render  me  his  bloody  hand  ; 
Firft,  Marcus  Brutus^  will  I  fhake  with  you  ; 
Next,  Caius  Caffiusy  do  I  take  your  hand  ; 
Now,  Decius  Brutus,  yours;  now  yours,  Metellusi 
Yours,  Qinna  i  and  my  valiant  jours  5 
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Though  laft,  not  leaft  in  love,  yours,  good  Trebonius, 

Gentlemen  all  alas,  what  Ihall  I  fay  ? 

My  credit  now  flands  on  fuch  flippery  ground. 
That  ©ne  of  two  bad  ways  you  muft  conceit  me. 
Either  a  Coward,  or  a  Flatterer. 
That  I  did  love  thee,  Caefar,  oh,  'tis  true  ; 
If  then  thy  Spirit  look  upon  us  now, 
-Shall  it  not  grieve  thee,  dearer  than  thy  death. 
To  fee  thy  Antony  making  his  peace, 
Shaking  the  bloody  fingers  of  thy  foes, 
Moft  Noble  !  in  the  prefence  of  thy  coarie  ? 
Kad  I  as  many  eyes,  as  thou  haft  wounds, 
Weeping  as  fall  as  they  ftream  forth  thy  blood. 
It  would  become  me  better,  than  to  clofe 
In  terms  of  friendftiip  with  thine  enemies. 
Pardon  me,  Julius— \itx^  waft  thou  bay'ft,  brave  hart  i 
Here  didit  thou  fall,  and  herethy  hunters  ftand 
SignM  in  thy  fpoil,  and  crimfon'd  in  thy  death, 
O  world!  thou  waft  the  foreft  to  this  hart, 
And  this,  indeed,  O  world,  the  heart  of  thee. 
How  like  a  deer,  ftricken  by  many  Princes, 
Doft  thou  here  lie  ? 

Caf,  Markj7itony  ' 

Jnt,  Pardon  me,  Caius  Qajfim  :  . 
The  enemies  of  Qaefar  fhall  fay  this  ? 
Then,  in  a  friend,  it  is  cold  modefty. 

Caf.  I  blame  you  not  for  praifmg  Qaefar  fo. 
But  what  compact  mean  you  to  have  with  us  ? 
Will  you  be  prick'd  in  number  of  oua*  friends,  ' 
Or  fhall  wc  on,  and  not  depend  on  you  ? 

Ant.  Therefore  I  took  your  hands ;  but  wa5,  indeed, 
SwayM  from  the  point,  by  looking  down  on  Qaefar. 
Friends  am  I  with  "you  all,  and  love  you  all ; 
Upon  this  hope,  that  you  fhall  give  me  reafons. 
Why,  and  wherein  Qaefar  was  dangerous, 

Bru.  Or  elfe  this  were  a  favage  fpe^acle. 
Our  reafons  are  fo  full  of  good  regard. 
That  were  you,  Antony^  the  Son  of  Qaefar^ 
You  Ihould  be  fatisfied.  * 

Anf. 
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A7tt.  That's  all  I  feekj^ 
And  am  moreover  liiitor,  that  I  may 
Produce  (us  body  to  the  Market-place, 
And  in  the  Pulpit,  as  becomes  a  friend. 
Speak  in  the  order  of  his  funeral, 
^  Bru.  You  fhall,  Mark  Antony, 

Caf.  Brutus^  2l  word  with  you.  

You  know  not  what  you  do  ;  do  not  confent,      .  [  Afide,. . 

That  ^Antony  fpeak  in  his  funeral  : 

Know  you,  how  much  the  People  may  be  mov^d 

By  that  w^hich  he  will,  utter  ? 

Bru.  By  your  pardon, 
I  will  myfelf  into  the  Pulpit  firll, 
And  fhew  the  reafon  of  cur  C<^fars  death. 
What  Antony  fnali  fpeak,  I     ill  proteil 
He  fpeaks  by  leave,  and  by  permiHien  5 
And  that  we  are  contented,  C^j7ir  fnall 
Have  all  due  rites,  and  lawful  ceremonies  ; 
It  lhall  advantage  more,  than  do  us  wrong.  • 

Caf,  I  know  not  what  may  fall,  I  like  it  not. 

Bru.  Mark  AntOiiy^  here  take  you  C<^far'*s  body  : 
You  fliall  not  in  your  funeral-fpeech  blame  us. 
But  fpeak  all  good  you  can  devife  of  Ct^efar  ; 
And  fay,  you  do't  by  our  permifTion  : 
Elfe  lhall  you  not  hai^e  any  hand  at:  all 
About  his  Funeral.    And  you  fhall  fpeak 
In  the  fame  Pulpit  whereto  I  am  going, 
After  my  fpeech  is  ended. 

Ant.  Be  it  fo  ; 
I  do  def  re  no  more. 

Bru.  Prepare  the  body  then,  and  follow  us. 

\Exciint  Confpirators.  Ma7iet  Antony. 

Ant.  O  pardon  me,  thou  bleeding  piece  of  earth! 
That  I  am  meek  and  gent'e  with  thefe  butchers. 
Thou  art  the  ruins  of  the  nobleil  man. 
That  ever  lived  in  the  tide  of  times. 
Woe  to  the  hand,  that  fhed  this  coilly  blocd  ! 
Over  thy  wounds  now  do  I  prophefie, 
(Which,  like  dumb  mouths,  do  ope  their  ruby  lips. 
To  beg  the  voice  and  utterance  of  my  tongue) 
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A  curfe  fhall  light  upon  the  limbs  of  men  ; 
DomelHck  fury,  and  fierce  civil  ftrife. 
Shall  cumber  all  the  Parts  of  Italy  ^ 
Blood  and  dellru^ion  fhall  be  fo  in  ufe. 
And  dreadful  objeds  fo  familiar. 
That  mothers  ftiali  but  fmile,  when  they  behold 
Their  infants  quarter'd  by  the  hands  of  war. 
All  pity  choak^d  with  cullom  of  fell  deeds  ; 
And  Qaefaf's  Spirits,  ranging  for  revenge, 
With  Ate  by  his  fide  come  hot  from  Hell, 
Shall  in  thefe  confines,  with  a  monarch's  voice^ 
Cry  Havock,  and  let  flip  the  Dogs  of  war  ; 
That  this  foul  deed  fhall  fmell  above  the 'earth 
With  carrion-men,   groaning  for  buriaL 

Enter  OdaviusV  Sernjant. 

You  ferve  0&an)ius  Qaefar^  do  you  not  ? 
Ser.  I  do,  Mark  Antony, 

Ant,  Qaefar  did  write  for  him  to  come  to  Ro?ne. 

Ser,  He  did  receive  his  letters,  and  is  coming  ; 

And  bid  me  fay  to  you  by -word  of  mouth  

O  Qaefar  !  \Seetng  the  body. 

Ant,  Thy  heart  is  big,  get  thee  apart  and  weep  ; 
PafTion  I  fee  is  catching  ;  for  mine  eyes. 
Seeing  tJiofe  Beads  of  iorrow  ftand  in  thine, 
Began  to  water.    Is  thy  'Mafler  coming  } 

Ser,  He  lies  to-night  within  feven  leagues  of  Feme. 

Ant,  Foil  back  with  fpeed,   and  tell  him  what  hath 
•  chanc'd. 

Here  is  a  mourning  "Rcme^  a  dangerous  Romcy 

No  Rofne  of  fafety  for  OSia^uius  yet  ; 

Hie  hence,  and  tell  him  fo.    Yet  flay  a  w^hile  ; 

Thou  fhalt  not  back,  'till  I  have  borne  this  corfe 

Into  the  jnarket-place  i  there  ihall  I  try. 

In  my  Oration,  hov.^  the  People  take 

The  cniel  ilTue  of  thefe  bloody  men  ; 

According  tO  the  which^  thou  fhalt  difcourfe 

To  young  O^auhis  of  the  ftate  of  things. 

Lend  me  your  hand.  {Exeunt  t^ith  Ca^far'j  body. 
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SCENE  changes  to  the  Forum. 

Enter  Brutus,   and  mounts  the  Roflra  ;    Caffius  n.vith  the 

Plebeians. 

Pleb.  We  will  be  fatisfied  ;  let  us  be  fatisfied. 
Bru.  Then    follow  me,    and    give   me  audience, 
friends. 

Qajpiusy  go  you  into  the  other  ftreet. 
And  part  the  numbers  : 

Thofe  that  will  hear  me  fpeak,  let  *em  ftay  here; 
Thofe,  that  will  follow  QaJJius^  go  with  him  ; 
And  publick  reafons  fhall  be  rendered 
Of  Caefar's  death. 

1  Pleb,  I  will  hear  Brutus  fpeak. 

2  Pleb,  I  will  hear  CaJ/tus,  and  compare  their  reafons. 
When  fev'rally  we  hear  them  rendered. 

\^Exit  Caflius,  nx^ith  fome  of  the  Plebeians, 

3  Pleb,  -The  noble  Brutus  is  afcended  :  filence  ! 
Bru.  Be  patient  'till  the  lall. 

Roma72Sy  Country-men,  and  Lovers  ?  hear  me  for 
my  caufe;  and  be  iilent,  that  you  may  hear.  Believe 
me  for  mine  honour,  and  have  refpe6l  to  mine  ho- 
nour, that  you  may  believe.  Cenfure  me  in  your  wif- 
dom,  and  awake  your  fenfes  that  you  may  the  better 
judge.  If  there  be  any  in  this  affembly,  any  dear 
friend  of  Qaefar%^  to  him  I  fey,  that  Brutus\  love  to 
Qaefar  was  no  lefs  than  his.  If  then  that  friend  de- 
mand, why  Brutus  rofe  again  ft  Qaefar,  this  is  my  An- 
fwer :  Not  that  I  lov'd  Qaefar  lefs,  but  that  I  lov'd 
Ro?ne  more.  Had  you  mther  Qaefar  were  living,  and 
dye  all  flaves  than  that  Qaefar  were  dead,  to  live  all 
free-men  ?  As  Qaefar  lov'd  me,  I  weep  for  him  ;  as  he 
was  fortunate,  I  rejoice  at  it  ;  as  he  was  valiant,  I  ho- 
nour him;  but  as  he  was  ambitious,  I  flew  him.  There 
are  tears  for  his  love,  joy  for  his  fortune,  honour  for 
his  valour,  and  death  for  his  ambition.  Who's  here  fo 
bafe,  that  v/ould  be  a  bond-man  }  if  any,  fpeak  ;  for 
him  have  1  offended.  Who  is  here  fo  rude,  that  would 
nor  be  a  Roman  ?  if  any,  fpeak  j  for  him  have  t  of- 
fended. 
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fended.  Who  is  here  fo  vile,  that  Aviil  not  love  his 
Country  ?   if  any,  fpeak ;  for  him  have  I  oi!ended.~- 

I  paufe  for  a  Reply — ^  

^//.  None,  Brutus,  none. 

Bru,  Then  none  have  I  offended. — I  have  done  no 
more  to  Q^far,  than  you  flrnli  do  to  Brutus.  The  quef- 
tion  of  his  death  is  inroli'd  in  the  CapitoJ^  jhis  glcry  not 
extenuated,  wherein  he  was  worthy  j  nor  his  cTences 
enforced,  for  which  he  faffered  death/ 

Enfe7'  A/[ark  Antony  ni^iib  Ca^farV  body. 
Here  comes  his  body,  mcurn'd  by  Mark  Antony^  \y)\o 
though  he  had  no  hand  in  his  deaths  fhail  receive  the 
benefit  of  his  dying,  a  place  in  the  Ccnimonwealth  ;  ^ 
as  which  of  you  fliail  not  ?  With  this  I  depart,  that  as 
I  flew  my  /oeir  iover  for  the  good  of  Rcme  I  have  the 
fame  dagger  for  my  fcJf,  when  it  fliall  pleafe  my  Coun* 
try  to  need  my  death. 

All.  Live,  Brutus^  live  !  h've  ! 

1  Bleb.  Bring  him  with  triumph  home  unto  his  houfe* 

2  Bhh,  Give  him  a  ftatue  with  his  Anceflors. 

3  Bleh.  Let  him  be  C^efar,, 

4  Pleb,  C^efar's  better  Parts 
Shall  be  crown'd  in  Brutus, 

1  Pleb.  V/e'lI  bring  him  to  his  houfc 
With  ihouts  and  clamours.  ' 

B?u.  My  Countrymen  

2  Plf'b.  Peace  \  iilence  !  Brutus  ipeaks. 
I  Pleb.  Peace,  ho  ! 

Bru,  Good  Countrymen,  let  me  depart  alone. 
Ana,  for  my  fake,  iiay  here  with  Antony  5 
Do  grace  to  Ccrfars  corps,  and  grace  his  .fpeech 
Tending  to  Qcefar^  Glories  ;  which  Mark  Antony 
By  our  permiiTion  is  allcv/d  to  make. 
I  do  intreat  you,  not  a  man  depart, 
Save  I  alone,  till  Antony  have  fpoke.  \Exlt, 

I  Pleb.  Stay,  ho,  and  let  us  hear  Mark  Antony, 

3  Pleb.  Let  him  go  up  in  the  publick  Chair, 
We'll  hear  him  :  noble  Antony,  go  up 

Ant.  For  Brutus'  fake,  I  am  beholden  to  you. 

4  Pleb,  What  does  he  fay  of  Brutus  ? 

3  Thh 
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3  Pkh.  He  iays,  for  Brutus'  fake 
He  finds  himlelf  beholden  to  us  all. 

4  Pleb.  'Twere  bell  he  fpeak  no  harm  of  Brutus  here* 

1  Pleb,  This  Qafar  was  a  Tyrant. 
3  P^^.  Nay,  that's  certain  ; 

We  are  blell,  that  Rome  is  rid  of  him. 

2  Pleh.  Peace  ;  let  us  hear  what  Avtony  can  fay. 
Ant..  You  gentle  Romans         .   " » 

u^//.  Peace,  ho,  let  us  hear  him.  [ears  ^ 

Ant,  Friends,    Romans^  Counti'ymen,  lend  me  your 

I  come  to  bury  Q^far^  not  to  praife  him. 

The  Evil  that  men  do,  lives  after  them  ; 

The  Good  is  oft  interred  with  their  bones  ; 

So  let  it  be  with  Qcefar  T  noble  Brutus 

Hath  told  you  Qcefar  was  ambitious  ; 

If  it  were  fo,  it  was  a  grievous  fault  ; 

And  gri^vcufly  hath  C^jar  anfwer'd  it^ 

Here,  under  leave  of  Brutus^  and  the  rcfl:^ 

(For  Brutus  is  an  honourable  man. 

So  are  they  ail,  all  honourable  men) 

Come  I  to  fpeak  in  Qa^Jar'^s  funeral. 

He  was  my  friend,  fiithful  and  juil  to  me  ; 

But  Bruiiis  fays  he  was  ambitious  ; 

And  Brutus  is  an  honourable  man.  ^ 

He  hath  brought  many  Captiv^es  home  to  Rome^ 

Whcfe  ranfoms  did  the  general  co&rs  fill  ;  '  \ 

Did  this  in  Qtvfar  feem* ambitious  i 

V/hen  that  the  Poor  have  cry'd,'  Q^far  hath  wept  i 

Ambition  fhould  be  made  of  fterner  Stuff. 
,  Yet  Brutus  fays,  he  was  ambitious  ,* 

And  Brutus  is  an  honourable  man.y 

You  all  did  fee,  that  on  the  Lupercal, 

I  thrice  prefented  him  a  kingly  Crown  ; 

Which  he  did  thrice  refufe.  '  Was  this  anabition  ? 

Y^t^Brutris  fay?,  he  was  ambitious, 

And,,  fare,  he  is  an  honourable  man. 

J  f|)erik  not  to  di (prove  what  Brutus  fpoke, 

But  here  I  am  to  ipeak  what  I  do  know. 
-You  all  did  love  him  once,  not  without  caufe': 

caufe  with-hoMs  you  then  to  mourn  for  him  ? 

o 
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O  judgment  !  thou  art  fled  to  brutifh  beafts. 
And  men  have  left  their  reafon— .bear  with  me. 
My  heart  is  in  the  coffin  there  with  Qaefar^ 
And  I  muft  paufe  'till  it  come  back  to  me. 

I  Fleb.  Methinks,  there  is  much  reafon  in  his  fayings. 
If  thou  confider  rightly  of  the  matter, 
Qaefar  has  had  great  wrong. 

3  ?leh.  Has  he,  Mafters  ?  I  fear,  there  will  be  a 
%vorfe  come  in  his  place. 

4  Fleb,  Marked  ye  his  words  r  he  would  not  take  the 

Crown  ; 

Therefore,  'tis  certain,  he  was  not  ambitious. 

1  Pkb,  If  it  be  found  fo,  fome  will  dear  abide  it. 

2  Fleh,    Poor  foul  !    his  eyes  are  red  as  fire  with 

weeping. 

5  Fleb,  I'here's  not  a  nobler  Man  in  Fome  than  Antony. 
4  Fleb.  Now  mark  him,  he  begins  again  to  fpeak. 
Ant.  But  yei lerday  the  word . of  C^{/^r  might 

Have  ftoodagainfl  the  world;  now  lies  he  there. 
And  none  fo  poor  to  do  him  reverence. 

0  mailers  !  if  I  were  difpos'd  to  llir 

Your  hearts  and  minds  to  m.utiny  and  rage, 

1  {hould  do  Brutus  wrong,  and  Qajftus  wrong  ; 
Who,  you  all  know,  are  honourable  men. 

I  will  not  do  them  wrong  :  I  rather  choofe 

To  wrong  the  dead,  to  wrong  my  felf  and  you  ; 

Than  I  will  wrong  fuch  honourable  men. 

But  heye's  a  parchment,  with  the  feal  of  Qaefar^ 

I  found  it  in  his  clofet,  'tis  his  Will ; 

Let  but  the  Commons  hear  this  Teftament, 

(Which,  pa^^on  me,  I  do  not  mean  to  read) 

And  they  would  go  and  kifs  dead  Qaefar''^  wounds. 

And  dip  their  napkins  in  his  facred  blood  ; 

Yea,  beg  a  hair  of  him  for  memory. 

And  dying,  mention  it  within  their  Wills, 

Bequeathing  it  as  a  rich  legacy 

Unto  their  iffiie. 

4  Fleb,  We'll  hear  the  Will ;   read  it,  Mark  Antony, 
All.  Th€  Will,  the  Will ;  we  will  hear  Qaefar\  Will. 
Ant.  Have  patience,  gentle  friends,  I  muft  not  read 
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It  IS  not  meet  you  know  how  Qaefar  lov'd  yon. 
You  are  not  wood,  you  are  not  ftones,  but  men  : 
And,  being  men,  hearing  the  will  of  Qaefar^ 
It  will  inflame  yoa,  it  will  make  you  mad. 
'Tis  good  you  know  not,  that  you  are  his  heirs ; 
For  if  you  fliould — O  what  would  come  of  it  ? 

4  Ficb,  Read  the  Will,  we  will  hear  it,  Aitony  r 
You  lhall  read  us  the  Will,  Cae/ar's  Will 

jKf.  Will  you  be  patient  ?  will  you  (lay  a  while  ? 
(T  have  over-fhot  my  felf,  to  tell  you  of  it.) 
1  fear,  I  wrong  the  honourable  men, 
Whofe  daggers  have  ftabb'd  C^i?/2?r.*— I  do  fear  it. 

4  Pkb.  They  were  traitors  honourable  men  f 

J//.  The  Will !  the  Teftament  ! 

2  ?/el?.  They  were  villains,  murderers ;  the  Will  I 
read  the  Will  I 

J/iL  You  will  compel  me  then  to  read  the  Will  ? 
Th'fen  make  a  ring  about  the  corps  of  Qaefar, 
And  let  him  fhew  you  him,  that  made  the  Will. 
Shall  I  defcend  ?  and  will  you  give  me  leave. 

AIL  Come  down. 

2  Pleb.  Defcend.  [He  comes  doixii  from  the  Yulpit, 

3  Pleb.  You  lhall  have  leave. 
^  Pleb,  A  ring;  Hand  round. 

1  Vleb,  Stand  from  the  hearfe,  ftand  from  the  body. 

2  Vleb.  Room  for  Antony  -moft  noble  Antony. 

Ant.  Nay,  prefs  not  fo  upon  me,  Hand  far  off. 
AIL  8 ta  nd  back ^- — room — bear  back- — 

Ant.  If  you  have  tears,  prepare  to  flied  them  now. 
You  all  do  know  this  mantle  ;  I  remember. 
The  lirft  time  ever  Qaefar  put  it  on. 
'Twas  on  a  fummer's  evening  in  his  tent. 
That  day  he  overcame  the  Ner-vii  — • 

Look  !  in  this  place,  ran  Qafjius''  dagger  through  ;  

'  See,  what  a  Rent  the  enviousv  C^?yr^  made.— 
Through  this,  the  well-beloved  Brutus  llabb'd  ; 
And  as  he  pluck'd  his  cur/ed  fteel  away, 
Mark,  how  the  blood  of  Qaefar  follow'd  it  ! 
As  rulhing  out  of  doors,  to  be  refolv'd, 
if  Brutus  fo  unkindly  knock'd,  or  no  ? 

For 
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For  Brutus,  as  you  know,   was  Caefar's  angel. 

Judge,  oh  you  Gods  I  how  dearly  Qaefar  lov'd  him  ; 

This,  this,  was  the  unkindeft  cut  of  allj 

For  when  the  noblei  Qaefar  faw  him  fcab. 

Ingratitude,  more  flrong  than  traitors  arms. 

Quite  vanquifh'd  him  ;  then  burft  his  mighty  heart : 

And,  in  his  mantle  muffling  up  his  face. 

Even  at  the  Bafe  of  Pompefs  iiatue, 

(Which  all  the  v/hile  ran  blood,)  great  Qaefar  fell, 

0  what  a  Fall  was  there,  my  countrymen  ! 
Then  I,  and  you,  and  all  cf  us  fell  down  : 
Whiifc  bloody  treaifon  fiouriih'd  over  us. 

O,  now  you  weep ;  and,  I  perceive,  you  feel 
The  dint  of  pity  ;  thefe  are  gracious  drops.  . 
Kind  fouls !  what,  weep  you  Vv^hen  you  but  beholi 
Our  Qaefai^%  vellure  wounded  ?  look  you  here  ! 
Here  is  himfelf,  marred,  as  you  fee  by  traitors. 

1  Pkb,  O  piteous  fpe£lacle  ! 

2  Pkb.  O  noble  C^far  ! 

3  Pkb,  O  v/ofdl  day  !  r 

4  Pkb.  O  traitors^  villains  ! 
f  Pkb.  O  moil  bloody  fight! 

2  Pkb.  We  will  be  reveng'd  :  revengd :  about — ;  

feek  ■  burn —  -firs  kill  -flay!  let  not  a 

traitor  live. 

Ant,  Stay,  Countryn)cn—  

1  Pkb.  Peace  there,  hear  the  noble  Jnfo72\\ 

2  Pkb.  WVil  hear  him,  we'll  follow  him,   v/e'll  die 
%vith  h'im   ' 

Jnt.  Good   friends,   fweet  friends,   let  me  not  flir 
you  up 

To  fuch  a  fadden  flood  of  mutiny : 

They,  that  have  done  this  deed,  are  honourable. 

What  private  griefs"  they  have,  alas,  I  know  not. 

That  made  them  do  it ;  they  are  wife  and  honourable ; 

And  will,  no  doubt,  with  reafons  anfwer  ycu. 

J  corae  not^  friends,  to  Heal  avv^ay  your  hearts  j 

1  am  no  Orator,  as  Brutus  is : 

JBut,  as  you  knew  me  all,  a  plain  blunt  n]^n, 
,  7jiai:  love  my  friend;  and  that  they  know  full  well,  ^ 

That 
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That  give  me  publick  leave  to  fpeak  of  him  : 
For  1  have  neither  wit,  nor  words,  nor  worth , 
Adion  or  utterance,  nor  the  power  of  Speech, 
To  llir  mens  hlcfod  I  only  fpeak  right  on. 
I  tell  you  that,  which  you  your  felves  do  know  ; 
Shew  you  fweet  Caefors  Wounds, poor,poor, dumb  mouths 
And  bid  them  fpeak  for  me.    But  were  I  Brutus^ 
And  Brutus  Antony^  there  were  an  Antony 
Would  rufHe  up  your  Spirits,  and  put  a  tongue 
In  every  wound  of  Caefar,  that  Ihould  move 
The  ftones  of  Rome  to  rife  and  mutiny, 
AIL  We'll  mutiny  

1  Pleb.  We'll  burn  the  houfe  of  Brutus, 

'3  Pleb.  Away  then,  come,  feek  the  confpirators 
Ant.  Yet  hear  me,  Countrymen  ,•  yet- hear  me  fpeak 
AH.  Peace,  ho,  hear  Antony,  mofi  noble  Antony, 
Ant.  Why,  Friends,  you  go  to  do  you  know  not  what. 

Wherein  hath  Caefar  thus  deferv'd  your  loves  ? 

Alas,  you  know  not  j  I  mull  tell  you  then  : 

You  have  forgot  the  Will,  I  told  you  of 

All.  Moft  true— the  Will— let's  iiay  and  hear  the  Will. 
A':(t.  Plere  is  the  Will,  and  under  Caefar  s  feal. 

To  ev'ry  Roman  Citizen  he  gives. 

To  ev'ry  fev'ral  man,  fev'nty  iive  drachma's. 

2  Vkb.  M«il  noble  Caefar!  we'll  revenge  his  death. 
Z  Pleb.  O  royal  Qaefar  ! 

Ant.  Flear  me  with  patience. 
All.  Peace,  ho  ! 

Ant,  ?vIorcover,  he  hath  left  you  all  his  walks. 
His  private  arbors,  and  new  planted  orchards. 
On  that  fide  Tiber  ;   he  hath  left  them  you, 
And  to  your  heirs  forever;  common  pleafures. 
To  walk  abroad,  and  recreate  your  telves. 
Here  was  a  Caefar,  when  comes  fuch  another? 

1  Pleb.  Never,  never ;  come,  away,  away  ; 
We'll  burn  his  body  in  the  holy  place, 

And  with  the  brands  ftre  ail  the  traitors  houfes. 
T:ike  up  the  body. 

2  Vleb.  Go  fetch  fire. 

3  Vleb,  Pluck  down  Benches. 

4  Vleb.  Pluck  down  .forms,  windows,  any  thing. 

[Exeunt  Plebeians  n,vith  the  both. 
C  Ant. 
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'  Ant,  Now  let  it  work  ;  Mifchief,  thou  art  afoof,  ^ 
Take  thou  what  courfe  thou  wik  !~H[ow  now,  fellow  ? 
Entn'  a  Servant, 

Ser.  OBan)iu$  is  already  come  to  Roine, 

^nt.  Where  is  he  ? 

Ser,  He  and  Lepidus  are  at  Qaefar's  houfe. 

Ant.  And  thither  will  I  ilraight,   to  vifit  him  % 
He  comes  upona  wifh.    Fortune  is  merry, 
AvA  in  this  mood  will  give  us  any  thing. 

Ser.  I  heard  him  fay,  Brutus  ^wi.  QaJJius 
Are  rid,  like  madmen,  through  the  gates  of  Rome. 

Ant,  Belike,  they  had  fome  notice  of  the  people. 
Hew  I  had  mov'd  them.  Bring  me  to  0^^^q;w.  \_Exeu7st, 
Enter  Cinna  the  Poet^  mid  after  hi??!  the  Plebeians. 

0>.  I  dreamt  to  night,  that  I  did  feafi:  with  Qaefar^ 
And  things  unluckily  charge  my  fantaiie  ; 
i.  have  no  will  to  -wander  forth  of  doors  ; 
Yet  ibmething  leads  mie  forth. 

1  Vleb,  V/hat  is  your  Name  } 

z  Pleh.^  V/hitlier  are  you  going  ? 
5  Pleb.  Where  do  you  dwell  ? 
4  Plcb,  Are  you  a  married  man,  or  a  batehelor  f 
2.  Ykh.  Anfwer  every  man  dirediy,  - 
.  I  Ylch,  Ay,  and  briefly. 
4  Vleb.  Ay,  and  v/ilely. 

3  PA'/>.  Ay^  and  truly^  you  werie  beft. 

Qin.  What  is  rrjy  name  ?  whither  am  I  going  ?  where 
<Jo  1  divell  T  am  I  a  married  man  I  or  a  batehelor  ?  then 
to  anfwer  every  Man  direflly  and  briefly,  wifely  and  tru* 
]y  \  wifely,  I  lay  1  ajn  a  batehelor. 

2  Yleh.  That's  as  much  as  to  fay,  they  are  Fools  that 
piarry ;  youUl  beat  nie  a  bang  fqr  that,  1  fear,  proceed 
diredly. 

Qin,  Direftly  I  am  going  tp  Canfarh  funeral^ 

1  VIeb,  As  a  friend^  or  an  enemy  ? 
Ci?z.  As  a  friend. 

2  Vleb.  That  matter  is  anfwered  direftly, 

4  Vleb,  For  your  dwelling  ;  briefly. 
Qin.  Briefly,  I  dwell  by  the  Capitpl, 

Vleb..  Your  name,  Sir,  truly. 
Truly,  my  name  is  Qinna, 
IV^^?  T^^r  him  to  pieces^  he**  a  confpirator. 
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Ctn.  I  am  Ct^na  the  poet,  I  am  Cin^a  the  poet^ 

4  P/f<^.  Tear  him  for  his  bad  Verfes, .  tear  him  for  his 
bad  yerfes. 

Ctn.  I  am  not  Cimia  the  confpirator. 

4  ?/clf.  It  is  no  matter,  his  name's  Cimm  $  pluck  but 
his  name  out  of  his  heart,  and  turn  him  going. 

3  ?/eh.  Tear  him,  tear  lihn  ;  come,  brands,  ho,  fire- 
brands : 

To  Brutus,  to  Qajjlus,  burn  all.  Some  to  Dedus\  houfe. 
And  fome  to  Cafcd'^y  fome  to  Ugar'ms  ;  away,  go.  \^Exe. 

ACT  IV. 

SCENE,  a  fmall  Ifiand  near  Mutina^ 

Enter  Antony,  0£lavius,  and  Lepidus. 

"^Hefe  many  then  fhall  die,  their  names  are  prickt. 
Oci,  Your  brother  too  muiidiei  conlent  you* 
Lepidus  ? 
Lep,  I  do  confent. 
Od,  Prick  him  down,  Jntony, 
Lep,  Upon  condition,  Yublhis  jfhall  not  five  ; 
,  Who  is  your  filler's  fon,  Mark  Antojiy. 

Ant.  He  lhail  not  live  ;  loolc^  with  a  fpot,  I  c'aniE  him* 
Uut,  Lepidus,  go  you  to  Qaefar^s  lioufe  ; 
"<'etch  the  Will  hither,  and  we  ftall  determine 
^iow  to  cut  off  fome  charge  in  legacies^ 
Lep.  What  ?  lhaii  I  iind  you  here 
Oct.  Or  here,  or  at  the  Capitol.  \Exit  Lepidus^' 

Ant,  This  is  flight  unmerit^ble' man, 
I  Meet  to  be  fent  on  errands :  is  it  fit, 
i  The  three-fold  world  divixled,  he  lliouid  fland 
One  of  the  three  to  lhare  it  ? 

OSl.  So  you  rh ought  him  ? 
And  too  h^s  Voice  whp  fhould  be  prick  to  die,  » 
In  our  black  fentence  and  profcription. 

Ant.  Oda^vius,  I  have  feen  more  days  tlmr  you 
And  though  we  lay  thefe  Honours  on  this  n.i'i}.. 
Tp  eafe  our  fcl/es  of  divers  fland'rous  loadii  j 
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He  fliall  but  bear  them,  as  the  afs  bears  gold. 

To  groan  and  fweat  under  the  bufmefs, 

Or  led  or  driven,  as  we  point  tlie  wa>y  ; 

And  having  brought  our  treafiire  where  we  will. 

Then  take  we  down  his  load,  and  turn  him  oiF, 

Like  to  the  empty  afs,  to  fhake  his  Ears, 

And  graze  in  commons. 

OSi.  You  may  do  your  will  ; 

But  he's  a  try'd  and  valiant  foldier. 

Aiit.  So  is  my  horfe,  OSIauius :  and,  for  that, 

I  do  appoint  him  ftore  of  provender. 

It  is  a  creature  that  I  teach  to  iighr. 

To  wind,  to  Hop,  to  run  diredly  on  ; 

f  lis  corporal  motion  governed  by  my  fpirff. 

And,  in  fome  tafte,  is  Lepidus  but  fo  ; 

He  mull  be  taught,  and  train'd,  and  bid  go  forth; 

A  barren-fpirited  fellow,  one  tiiat  feeds 
On  abjed  Orts,  and  imitations  j 

V7hich  out  of  ufe,  and  ftai'd  by  other  men. 
Begin  his  fafhion.    Do  not  talk  of  him, 
Eut  as  a  property.    And  now,  Odaulus, 

Liflen  great  things  Bn^fus  and  QaJJius 

Are  levying  pov/ers ;  we  muH  llraight  make  head. 

Therefore  let  o'^r  alliance  be  combin'd  ; 

Our  bell  friends  made,  and  our  bell  means  llretcht  out. 

And  let  us  prefently  go  fit  in  council, 

How  covert  matters  may  be  bell;  difclos'd, 

A}id  open  perils  fureil  anfwered. 

06?.  Let  us  do  fo  ;  for  we  are  at  the  ftake. 
And  bay'd  about  with  many  enemies ; 
And  forne,  that  fmile,  have  in  their  hearts,  I  fear, 
Millions  of  mifchiefs.  \E.xmnt, 
Drum.  Enter  Brutus,  Lucllius,        Soldiers :  Titinius 

and  Pindarus  meeting  thetn, 
^ru.  Stand,  ho  ! 

Luc.  Give  the  word,  ho  !  and  Hand  ! 

What  now,  Ludlius  ?  is  QaJJius  near  ? 

Luc.  He  is  at  hand,  and  Pindarus  come 
To  do  you  lalatation  lirom  his  mafier. 

Bru.  He  greets  rne  well.    Your  mailer  Pindarus, 
In  his  own  change,  or  by  ill  officers. 
Hath  given  fome  worthy  caufe  to  wifli 

Things 
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Tilings  dene,  undone  ;  hut  if  he  be  at  hand, 
1  IhallbefatisJied. 

Pm.  1  do  not  doubt. 
But  that  my  noble  mailer  will  appear, 
Such  as  he  is,  full  of  regard  and  honour. 

Bru.  He  is  not  doubted.    A  word  LuclUus — — — 
How  he  recciv'd  you,  let  me  be  refolv'd. 

Luc.  With  courtelie,  and  with  refped  enough 
Bat  not  with  fuch  familiar  inifances. 
Nor  with  fuch  free  and  friendly  Gonfercnce, 
As  he  hath  us'd  of  old. 

Bru.  Thou  hail  defcj'ib'd 
A  hot/friend^  cooling ;  ever  note,  LudUusy 
When  love  begins  to  Ikken  and  decay, 
It  ufetli  an  enforced  ceremony. 
There  are  no  tricks  in  plain  and  fmiple  faith  : 
But  hollow  men,  like  horfes  hot  at  hand, 
Make  gallant  Uiev/  and  promife  of  their  mettle  ; 
But  when  they  fhould  endure  the  bloody -fpur, 
They  fall  their  creft,  and,  like  deceitful  jades^ 
Sink  in  the  trial.    Comies  his  army  on  ? 

Luc.  They  mean  this  night  in  6VW/V  to  be- quarter Vi  : 
The  greater  part,  the  horfe  in  general. 
Are  come  with  CaJJius.  [Z^-iy  jnarcb  ^.^-itbin. 

Enter  Cnffius  and  foldkrs, 
Br//.  Hark,,  he  is  arlv'd  ; 
March  gently  on  to  meet  him, 
Caf.  Stand,  ho  ! 

Br//.  Stand,  ho!  fpeak  the  word  along.  ■ 
IVith'm.  Stand! 
IJlthin,  Stand  ! 
WitJmi.  Stand ! 

Caf.  Mofl:  noble  brother,  you  have  done  mc  wrong. 

Br//.  Jtidge  me,  you  Gods !  wrong  I  mine  enemies  ? 
And  if  not  fo,  how  fhould  I  wron^  a  brother  ? 

Caf.  Brutusy  this  fober  form  ol  yours  hides  \\'rongs. 
And  when  you  do  them  — • 

Bru.  Qafptus^  be  content. 
Speak  your  griefs  foftly,  I  do  know  you  well. 
Before  the  eyes  of  both  our  armies  here, 
(Which  fhould  perceive  nothing,  but  love,  from  us) 
Let  us  not  wrangle.    Bid  them  move  away  j 

Then 
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Then  in  my  Tent,  CaJJlus  enlarge  your  griefs^^ 
And  I  wili  give  you  audience. 

Caf.  Pindariis, 
Bid  our  commanders  lead  their  charges  ofF 
A  little  from  this  ground. 

Br//.  Lucilius^  do  the  like  j  and  let  no  man 
Come  to  our  tent,  '^till  we  have  done  our  conference. 
Let  Lucius  and  ^Titinius  guard  the  door.  {^Exeunf* 
Re. enter  Brutus  and  Caffius. 

C^f.  That  you  have  wrong'd  me  doth  appear  in  this. 
You  have  condemn'd  and  noted  Lucius  Pefia, 
For  taking  bribes  here  of  the  Sardians ; 
Wherein,  my  letter  (praying  on  his  fkle, 
Becaafe  1  knew  the  man  J  was  flighted  off. 

Bru.  You  wrong'd  your  felf  to  write  in  fuch  a  CJ^e, 

Caf,  In  fuch  a  time  as  this,  it  is  not  meet 
That  every  xsice  Offence  ihould  bear  its  coanment 

Bru,  Yet  1st  me  tell  you,  Cajpus^  you  your  felf 
Are  much  condemn'd  to  have  an  itching  palm  > 
To  fell,  and  mart  your  offices  iox  Gold, 
To  andcferver!^. 

Lm  'k  I  an  itchmg  palm  ? 
You  knew  that  you  are  Erato,  that  {peak  this  ;  ' 
Qr,  by  the  Gods,  this  were  eKe  your  laft 

Br*7.  The  narae  of  CaJJlns  honours  this  corrupjion^f 
And  chriftircment  doth  therefore  hide  its  head. 

Caf,  Chaililement  ? . 

B;v/.  Reaiember  March,  the  Ides  of  March  remember  ! 
Kid  not  ^xtzt^^idhis  bleed  for  juflice  laice  ? 
What  villain  touch'd  his  bcdy,  that  did  Aab, 
.And  not  for  jultice  r  what  ftiall  one  of  us, 
That  ftrack  the  forcmoft  man  of  all  this  worlds 
i5uc  lor  fupporting  robbers  ;  fhall  we  now 
Contaminate  our  fingers  with  bafe  bribes 
And  icll  the  mighty  fpace  of  our  large  honours 
For  fo  much  tralh,  as  may  be  grafped  thus  ?  — 
i  had  raclier  be  a  dog,  and  bay  the  moon^ 
^llian  fuch  a  Roman, 

Caf.  Brutus.,  bay  not  me, 
ril  not  endure  it ;  you  forget  your  felf. 
To  hedge  me  in  ;  I  2m  a  ioldier,  I, 
Older  in  praflice,  abler  than  your  (elf 
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To  make  conditions. 

Brii.  Go  to ;  you  are  not  Qajfius, 
Qaf.  I  am. 

%'u,  I  faVj  you  are  not. 

C^/  Urge  me  no  more,  I  fliall  forget  my  felf  * 

Have  mind  upon  your  health— tempt  me  no  farther, 

Bru.  Away,  flight  man . 

QaJ,  Ts't  pombie-  

'^ru.  Here  me,  for  I  will  fpeak. 
Muft  I  giv^e  way  and  room  to  your  rafn  cKoler  ? 
Shall  I  be  frighted,  when  a  mad-man  ftares  ; 

QaJ.  O  Gods  !  ye  Gpds  !  mult  I  endure  ail  ths  ? 

B>7z.  All  this!  ay  more.     Feer,/dil  your  proud  heart 
break  5 ' 

Go  ftiew  your  flaves  how  cholcrick  you  arc. 

And  make  your  bondmen  tremble.    Mull  I  budge  ? 

Muft  I  obferve  you  \  muft  I  fland  and  crouch 

Under  your  telly  humour  ?  by  the  Geds, 

You  (hall  digeft  the  venom  of  your  fpleen 

Tho'  it  do  fplit  you.    For,  from  this  day  forth,  i 

ril  ufe  you  for  my  mirth,  yea,  for  my  laughter, 

When  you  are  wafpifh. 

Caef,  Is  it  come  to  this  ? 

Br«.  You  fay^  you  are  a  better  foldier ; 
Let  it  appear  fo  ;  make  your  Vaunting  true, 
And  it  lhall  pleafe  me  well.    For  mine  own  part,  ^rutas. 
I  lhal!  be  glad  to  learn  of  noble  men. 

Caf.  You  wrong  me  every  way  —  you  wrong  me, 
I  faid,  an  elder  foldier  ;  not  a  better. 
Did  I  fey,  better  ?  :  

B;'«.  Jf  you  did,  I  care  not. 

Caf-  Wnen  Cf^far  liv'd,  he  diiiTi  not  thus  have  mov\l, 
B/7/,  Peace,  peace,  you  durll  not  fo  have  tempted  him. 

^    Qaf,  I  durll  not !   • 

Yyru,  No. 

Qaf,  What  ?  durft  not  tempt  him  ? 

B;7/,  For  your  life  ycu  durll  not. 

Qaf  Do  not  prefume  too  m.uch  upon  my  love  ? 
1  may  do  that,  I  fhall  be  forry  for. 

Br^^.  You  have  done  that,  you  fliould  be  forr/  for. 
There  is  no  terror,  Qaffius,  in  your  threats  j 
For  I  am  arm'd  fo  ilrong  in.  honelliy. 
That  they  pafs  by  mc,  as  t)ie  idle  wind^  Whicli 
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Vv^hicli  I  refpecl  not.    I  did  fend  to  you 
For  certain  lurns  of  gold,  which  you  deny'd  me  ; 
For  i  Crin  raife  no  money  by  viie  means ; 
By  heaven,  I  had  rather  coin  my  lieart. 
And  deep  my  blood  for  drachma's,  than  to  wring 
From  thfe'hard  bands  of  peaiants  their  vile  tiafli. 
By  any  indirection.    I. did  fend 
To  you  for  gold  to  pay  my  legions, 
Which  you  denied  me ;  v/as  that  done  like  QaJJtus  ? 
Should  I  have  anfwer'd  Qaius  Ca[}Jus  fo  r 
When  Marcus  Bnttits  grows  fo  covetous^ 
To  lock  luch  rafcal  counters  from  his  Iriend?, 
Se  ready,  Gods,  with  all  your  thunderbolts, 
Daih  him  to  pieces  ! 
-  Qaf.l  deny'd  you  not. 
Tou  did. 

Qaf.  I  did  not  he  wus  but  a  fool,  [heart. 

That  brought  my  anfvver  back.  Br  Utus  hath  riv'd  my 

A  friend  fliouid  beav  a  friend's  infirmities, 
But  Briittis  makes  mine  greater  than  they  are. 

Bru.  I  do  not,  'till  you  pradlife  them  on  mc- 

Caf.  You  love  me  not. 

Bru.  I  do  not  like  yt^ur  faults. 

Crtf.  A  friendly  eye  could  never  fee  fuch  faults. 

Bru.  A  flatt'rer's  would  not,  tho'  they  do  appear 
As  huge  as  high  Oljmpus, 

Caf.  Come,  Antony\  and  young  OSIa^ius,  come  ; 
Reveuge  }^our  felves  alone  on  Caffiusy 
For  Cajpus  is  a  weary  of  the  world  ; 
Ha  tea  by  one  he  loves ;  brav'd  by  his  brother  ; 
Check'd  like  a  bondman ;  all  his  feults  obferv'd ; 
Set  in  a  note-book,  learn'd  and  conn'd  by  rote. 
To  caft  into  my  teeth.    O I  could  wxep 

My  ipirit  from  mine  eyes !  There  is  my  dagger. 

And  here  my  naked  breail— .  within,  a  heart 

Dearer  than  Y tutus'  Mine,  richer  than  gold ; 

Jf  that  thou  beella  Romatiy  take  it  fordi. 

I  that  deny'd  thee  gold,  will  give  my  heart ; 

Strike,  as  thou  didit  at  Cafar  ;  for  I  know ^ 

When  tl^ou  didft  hate  him  w^oril-^  thou  lov'dlt  him  better 

Than  ever  thou  lov'dft  QaJlh^s. 

Brn:  Sheath  your  dagger  j 

Be 
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angry  when  you  will,  it  fhall  have  fcope  ; 
Do  what  you  will,  dillionour  ihall  be  humour, 
O  CaffiiiSy  you  are  yoked  with  a  Lamb, 
That  carries  anger,  as  the  flint  bears  fire  ; 
Who  much  enforced,  ihews  a  haily  fpark. 
And  llraight  is  cold  again. 

Caf,  Hath  Qaftus  liv'd 
To  be  but  mii'th  and  laughter  to  his  Bruim, 
When  grief  and  blood  ill-temper'd  vexeth  him  ? 

Bru,  When  I  fpoke  that,  I  was  ill-temper'd  too. 

Qaf,  Do  you  confefs  fo  mudi  ?  give  me  your  hand, 

Bru,  And  my  heart  too.  \E?nbrachrg, 

Qaf,  O  Brutus  \ 

Bru,  What's  the  matter  ? 

Caf.  Have  you  not  love  enough  to  bear  with  me. 
When  that  raih  humour,  which  my  Mother  gave  me. 
Makes  me  forgetful  ?  " 

Bru.  Yes,  QaJJtus,  and  from  henceforth 
When  you  are  over-earnell  with  your  Brutus^ 
He'll  think  your  mother  chides,  and  leave  you  fo. 

I A  noife  n.mthin^ 

Poet,  njoithin.  Let  me  go  in  to  fee  the  Generals ; 
There  is  fome  grudge  between  them,  'tis  not  meet 
They  be  alone. 

Luc,  nvithin.  You  fhall  not  come  to  them. 

Poet,  n,viihi7z.  Nothing  but  death  fliall  Iby  me. 
Enter  Poet. 

Caf,  How  liow  ?  what's  the  matter  ? 

Poet,  For  fhnme,  you  generals ;  what  do  you  mean  ? 
Love,  and  be  friends,  as  two  fuch  men  fhould  be  ; 
for  I  have  feen  more  years,  I'm  fure,  than  ye. 

Qaf,  Ha  ha  how  vilely  doth  this  Cynick  rhime  ! 

Bru.  Get  you  hence,  fjfrah  ;  faucy  fellow,  hence. 

Qtif.  Bear  with_him,  Brutus,  'tis  his  fafhiou. 

Bru.  I'll  know  his  humour,  when  he  knows  his  time  ; 
What  fliould  the  Wars  do  with  thefe  jingling  fools  ? 
C  ompanion,  hence. 

Qaf  Away,  away,  be  gone.  {Exit  Poet. 

E72ter  Lucilius^  afid  Tkxnms. 

Bru.  Lud/iusRwd  Titiniuj,  bid  the  commanders 
Prepare  to  lodge  their  companies  to  night. 

'* And  come  your  ielves,  and  bring  McJ/ala  with  you 
C  5  Immediately 
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Immediately  to  us.  \_Exeunt  Lucilius  and  Titinius, 

Bru.  Lucius^  a  bowl  of  Wine. 

Caf.  I  did  not  think,  you  could  have  been  fo  angry, 
Bru.  O  QaJJius,  I  am  fick  of  many  griefs. 
Qaf,  Of  your  philofophy  you  make  no  ufe. 
If  you  give  place  to  accidental  evils. 

Bru,  No  man  bears  fofrow  better        Porcia's  dead, 

Caf,  Ha  !  Porcia   

Bru.  She  is  dead. 

Qaf.  How  'fcaped  I  killing,  when  I  croft  you  fo ! 

0  infupportable  and  touching  lofs  ! 
Upon  what  ficknefs  ? 

Bru.  Impatient  of  my  abfence  ; 
And  grief,  that  young  OBa<viiis  with  Mark  Antony 
Have  made  themfelves  lo  ftrong  :  (for  with  herdeadi 
That  tidings  came.)    With  this  fhe  fell  diftra^^ 
-And  (her  attendants  abfent)  fwaliow'd  fire. 

Qaf.  And  dyy  fo  ? 

Bru.  Even  ib. 

Qaf,  O  ye  immortal  Gods  F 

E7tter  Bey  njjith  Tflne  and  Tapers,. 

Brnr.  Speak  no  more  of  her  :  give  me  a  bowl  of  Wine* 
'Iv  this  I  bury  all  unkindnefs,  Cajpus,  ^Drinh^ 

Caf.  My  heart  is  thirfiy  for  thatnoble  pledge. 
Fill,  Lucius  till  the  Wine  o'er-fwell  the  cup 

1  cannot  drink  too  much  of  Br^//«j's  love.. 

^ru.  Ceme  in^  Titinius ;  welcome,  good  Mejala^ 

Enter  Titinius,  and  Mefiala. 
Now  fit  we  clofe  about  this  taper  lierej>. 
And  call  in  queftion  our  necefhties. 

Qaf.  Oh  Porcia  !  art  thou  gone  1. 

Bru.  No  more,  I  pray  you  

MeJJala^  I  iia ve  here  received  letters^ 
That  young  O^a^oiusy  and  Mark  Antony^ 
Comedown  upon  us  with  a  mighty  Power<^ 
Bending  their  expedition  tow'rd  PhiUtpi. 

Mcj..  My  felf  have  letters  of  tlie  tenimi^. 

Yrt  u.  With  what  addition  ? 

Mef.  That  by  Proicription  and  bills  of  Outlawry^,. 
OBa^uisUy  Antoriyy  and  Lepidus 
Have  put  to  death  an  hnudred  Senators. 

Br/^,  7' herein  our  letters  do  not  well  agree  %. 
Mine  fpeak  of  fev'nty  Senators^,  that  dyU  Fy 
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By  their  Profcriptions,  Cicera  being  one. 

Qaf,  Cicero  one  ?  —  ' 

Mef,  Cicero  is  dead  ;  and  by  that  order  of  profcriptio*. 
Had  you  your  letters  from  your  Wife,  my  lord  ? 

^ru.  No,  Mejfala, 

Mef,  Nor  nothing  in  your  letters  writ  of  her  ? 

"^ru.  Nothing,  Mcjfala, 

Mef,  That,  mctbinks,  is  ftrange. 

Br«.  Why  ask  you  ?  hear  you  ought  of  her  in  yours  ? 

W!ej.  No,  my  lord. 

Brz^.  Now,  as  you  are  a  Roman  tell  me  true. 

Mef,  Then  like  a  Rotnan  bear  the  truth  I  tell  ; 
For  certain  fhe  is  dead,  and  by  ftrange  /nanner. 

^ru.  Why,  farewel  P^raa— wemuft  die,  Mejfala^ 
With  meditating  that  flie  muft  die  once, 
I  have  the  patience  to  endure  it  now.  ] 

Mef,  Ev'n  fo  great  men  great  lofies  Ihould  endare, 

Caf.  I  have  as  much  of  this  in  art  as  you. 
But  yet  my  nature  cold  not  bear  it  fo. 

^ru.  Well,  to  our  work  alive.    What  do  you  think 
Of  marching  to  Vhilippi  prefently  ? , 

Caf,  I  do  not  think  it  good, 
r    Br«.  Your  reafon  ? 

Caf.  This  it  is  : 
*Tis  better,  that  the  enemy  feek  us ; 
So  lhall  he  wafte  his  means,  weary  his  foldiers^ 
Doing  himfelf  offence  ;  whilll  we,  lying  ftill. 
Are  full  of  rell,  defence  and  nimblenef^. 

Br^,  Good  reafons  muH:  of  force  give  place  to  better. 
The  people,  'twixt  Phillppi  and  this  ground,  , 
Do  ftand  but  in  a  forc'd  '^'K<tQf\on 
For  they  have  grudgM  us  contribiition. 
The  enemy,  marching  along  by  them. 
By  them  fhall  make  a  fuller  number  up  ; 
Come  on  refrelht,.  new  added,  and  encourag'd ; 
From  which  advantage  fhall  we  cut  him  oft^ 
If  at  Philippi  we  do  face  him  there, 
Thefe  people  at  our  back. 

Caf  Hear  me,  good  brother  — 

'Bru.  Under  your  pardon.  You  muft  note  befi.Ie, 

That  we  have  try'd  the  utmoft  of  our  friends  ; 
Our  legions  are  brim-full,  our  caufe  is  ripe  5 
The  enemy  increafeth  every  day, 

We,  at  the  height,  are  ready  to  decline. J  There 
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There  is  a  tide  in  the  affairs  of  men, 

Which,  taken  at  the  flood,  leads  on  to  fortune; 

Omitted,  all  the  Voynge  of  their  life 

Is  bound  in  fhallovvs,  and  in  miferies. 

On  fuch  a  full  fea  are  we  now  a-float : 

And  we  mufl  take  the  current  when  it  ferves. 

Or  lofe  our  ventures. 

Cqf.  Then,  with  your  will,  go  on  :  We  will  along  - 
Our  felves,  and  meet  th-em  at  Philippi, 

Bru,  The  deep  of  night  is  crept  upon  our  talk. 
And  nature  mufl  obey  neceffity  ; 
Which  we  will  niggard  with  a  little  reft. 
There  is  no  more  to  fay. 

Caf.  No  more  ;  good  night ;  

Early  to  morrow  will  we  rile,  and  hence. 

Enter  Lucius. 

Bru.  LuctuSy  my  gown ;  farewel,  good  Mefala^ 
Good  night,  Titinhis  :  Noble,  noble  QaJJtus^ 
Good  night,  and  good  re}:ofe. 

QmF,  O  my  dear  brother  ! 
This  was  an  ill  beginning  of  the  night  : 
Never  come  fuch  divifion  'tween  our  fouls  ; 
Let  it  not,  Brutus  \ 

Enter  Lucius  wfith  the  go^K-n, 

Bru,  Ev*ry  thing  is  well. 

V/V.  Mejfa.  Gq^A  night,  lord  Brutus, 

Bru,  Farewel,  every  one.  lE^:e^nf» 
Give  me  the  Govv'n.    Where  is  thy  inftrument  I 

Luc.  Here,  in  the  Tent. 

Bru,  What,  thou  fpeak'il  drowfily  \ 
Poor  knave,  I  blame  thee  not ;  thou  art  o'er-watch'd» 
Call  Claudius^  and  fome  other  of  my  men  i 
I'll  have  them  fleep  on  culhions  in  my  tent. 

Luc,  Varro^  and  Claudius !  r 

E?iter  Varro  and  Claudius, 

Var.  Calls  my  Lord  ? 

Biru.  I  pray  you.  Sirs,  lie  in  my  tent ;  and  ileep  % 
It  jsiay  be,  I  fliall  raife  you  by  and  by. 
On  bufmefs  to  my  brother  QaJJius. 

/^.^r.  Sopleafe  yea,  we  will  fland,  and  watch  your  plea* 
iiire. 

Bru,  I  will  not  have  it  fo  ;  lie  down,  good.Sirs-  : 
It  may  be,  I  ihall  otherwife  bethink  me.  Logk^ 
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Look,  Luclusy  here's  the  book  I  fought  for  fo  ; 
I  put  it  in  the  pocket  of  my  gown. 

Luc.  I  was  fure  your  lordfhip  did  not  give  it  me. 

Br«.  Bear  with  me,  good  boy,  I  am  much  fbrgetfal, 
Canft  thou  hold  up  thy  heavy  eyes  a  while,^ 
And  touch  thy  inllrument,  a  ftrain  or  two  ? 

Luc.  Ay,  my  Lord,  an't  pleafe  you. 

Bru.  It  does,  my  boy ; 
I  trouble  thee  too  much,  but  thou  art  willing. 

Luc.  It  is  my  duty.  Sir. 

Bru.  I  fhouid  not  urge  thy  duty  paft  thy  might  i 
I  know,  young  bloods  look  for  a  time  of  reft. 

Jjuc.  1  have  flcpt,  my  Lord,  already. 

Bru.  It  was  well  done,  and  thou  flialt  fleep  again  ? 
I  will  not  hold  thee  long.    If  I  do  live, 
I  will  be  good  to  tiiee.  {Mtifich.  aiid a  Song'^ 

This  is  a  fleepy  tune  O  murd'rous  {lumber  ! 

Lay'ft  thou  thy  leaden  mace  upon  my  boy. 
That  plays  thee^  mudck  ?  gentle,  knave,  good-night  i 
I  will  not  do  thee  fo  much  wrong  to  wake  thee. 
If  thou  doft  nod,  thou  break'H  thy  hiltrument, 
I'll  take  it  from  thee>  and,  good  boy,  good-night* 

But  let  me  fee  -^is  not  the  leaf  turn'd  down. 

Where  I  left  reading  ?  here  it  is,  I  think. 

\He  Jits  doiK-ri  to  read^ 
Enter  the  Ghojl  of  Ca:fa-r. 

How  HI  this  taper  burns !  —  ha !  who  comes  Iierc  ? 

I  think  it  is  the  weaknefs  of  mine  eyes, 
That  fhapes  this  monftrous  apparition  !  • 

It  comes  upon  me-^  Art  thou  any  thing  ? 

Art  thou  ibme  god,  fome  angel,  or  fome  devil, 

7'hat  mak'fl  my  blood  cold,  and  my  hair  to  flare,  ^ 

Speak  to  me,  v/hat  thou  art. 

Ghoft.  Thy  evil  fpirit,  Brutus. 

Bru.  Why  com'ft  thou  ? 

GhoJ}.  To  tell  thee,  thou  fhalt  fee  me  at  FhlUpfl. 

Bru.  Then,  I  fliall  fee  thee  again.  

Ghoft.  Ay,  at  ?lriHp/i.  [Exit  Ghofl/ 

Bru.  Why,  I  will  lee  thee  at  Pbil/ppi  then.  

Now  I  have  taken  heart,  thou  vanilheil : 

III  Spirit,  I  would  hold  more  talk  with  thee. 

Boy  !  Lucius  !  V arro  !  Claudius  f  Sirs  \  awake  f 

Claudius  I  LuS ' 


€2  J  ULIU  S  C      S  A 

Luc,  The  ftring':,  my  lord,  are  falfe^ 
Bru,  He  thinks,  he  ftill  is  at  his  inftrument* 
Lucmsi  awake. 
Luc,  My  Loi-d  f 

Bru,  Didil  thou  dream,  Lucius^  that  thou  fo  cried'ft  out  ? 
Luc.  My  lord,  I  do  not  know  thit  I  did  cry. 
Bi'w  Yes  that  thou  didil ;  didll  thou  fee  any  thing ; 
Luc.  Nothing,  my  lord. 

'Bru.  Sleep  again,  Lucius ;  iirrah^  Claudius y  follow  f 
Va-n  o  !  awake. 
Fiir.  My  lord  ! 
Clau.  My  lord  f 

'Bru.  Why  did  you  fo  cry  out,  Sirs^  in  your  fleep  ? 
'Both,.  Did  we,  my  lord  ? 
Bru.  Ay,  faw  you  any  thing  ? 
Far.  No,  my  lord,  I  faW  nothing. 
Clau.  Nor  I,  my  lord, 

Bru.  Go,  and  commend  me  to  my  brother  Cctjfiusi 
Bid  him  fet  on  his  PowVs  betimes  before. 
And  we  will  follo^v. 

Both.  It  fiiall  be  4pne,  my  lord.  \Exeunt^ 

ACT  V. 

SCENE,  the  Fields  of  which  th$ 

two  Cam^s. 

"Enter  Odavius,  Antony,  and  their  Army. 

'^^^'1\.T  ^"^^5  Antony.,  our  hopes  are  anfwTred. 

You  faid,  the  enemy  would  not  come  dowTl^ 
But  keep  the  hills  and  upper  regions; 
It  proves  not  fo  ;  their  battles  are  at  hand. 
They  mean  to  warn  us  at  here, 
Anfwering,  before  we  do  demand  of  them. 

Ant.  Tut,  I  am  in  their  bofoms,  and  I  know 
Vfherefore  they  do  it ;  they  could  be  content 
To  viiit  other  places^  and  come  down 
With  fearful  bravery ;  thinliing,  by  this  face. 
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To  fafien  in  our  thoughts  that^hey  have  courage. 
Bat  'tis  not  fo. 

Enter  a  Me£en^r. 

Mef,  Prepare  you,  Generals ; 
The  enemy  comes  on  in  gallant  fhew  ? 
Their  bloody  fign  of  battle  is  hung  out. 
And  Tomething  to  be  done  imm.ediately. 

Ant.  GSia^ius,  lead  you  battle  foftly  on. 
Upon  the  left  hand  of  the  even  field. 

Oaa,  Upon  the  right  hand  I,  keep  thou  the  left. 

Jut.  Why  do  you  crofs  me  in  this  exigent  ? 

Ocia.  I  do  not  crofs  you  ;  but  I  will  do  fo.  \^Mar3» 

Drnm,  Enter 'BrutMS^  CsiiimSy  and  t/mr  army, 

Bnf.  They  ftand,  and  would  have  parJ.ey. 

Caf,  Stand  fell,  TitiniuSy  we  mull  out  and  talk. 

Ocia.  Mark  Aniony^  fhall  v/c  give  fign  of  battle  ? 

Ant.  Noj  C^ejhry  we  will  aniwcr  on  their  charge. 
Make  forth,  the  Generals  would  have  fome  words. 

Oda.  Stir  not  until  the  fignal. 

Er/^.  Words  before  blows :  Is  it  fo,  Countrymen  ? 

Oda   Not  that  we  love  words  better,  as  you  do. 

Good  words  are  better  than  bad  ilrokes,  OSia^ius^ 

Ant.  In  your  bad  ftrokes,  Brutus y  you  give  good  words, 
Witnefs  the  hole  you  made  in  C^far$  heart. 
Crying,     long  live  !  hail,  Cafar, 

Caf.  Antony. 
The  poilure  of^your  blows  are  yet  unknown  5 
Eat  for  your  Words,  they  rob  the  Uyhla  bees. 
And  leave  them  honey lefs. 

Ant.  Not  ftinglefs  too. 

Br^.  O  yes,  anil  found  lefs  too.: 
Por  you  have  .{loin  their  buzzing,  Antonys 
And  very  v/ifely  threat,  before  you  fting. 

Ant.  Villains  [  you  did  not  fo,  when  your  vile  da ggert 
Hack'd  one  another  in  the  fides  of  Crefar. 
You  fhew'd  your  teeth  like  ages,  and  fawn'd  like  houndS;> 
And  bow'd  like  bond-men,  kiifrng  Ccefar^  feet ; 
Whillt  damned  Cafca,  like  a  cur  behind^. 
Struck  Ca/ar  on  the  neck.    O  flatterers ! 

Caf,  Flatterers !  now  iruius  thank  your  felf  > 
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This  tongue  had  not  offended  fo  to  day, 
If  CaJJtus  might  have  rul'd. 

Ocla,  Come,  come,  the  caufe,  if  arguing  make  ns 
"fweat. 

The  proof  of  it  will  turn  to  redder  drops. 
Behold,  I  draw  a  fword  againft  confpirators  ; 
When  think:  you,  that  the  fword  goes  up  again  ? 
Never,  'till  C^^r's  three  and  twenty  wounds  . 
Be  well  aveng'ci ;  or  'till  another  Cafar 
Have  added  fla'.ightcr  to  tiie  fword  of  traitors. 

^ru.  Cajar,  thou  canil:  not  die  by  traitor's  hanJs^^ 
Unlefs  thou  bring'll  them  with  theeT  . 

Ocia,  So  I  hope  5 
I  was  not  born  to  die  on  B;/^////,  fword. 

Br//,  O,  if  thou  wert  the  noblell  of  thy  Strain, 
Young  man,  thou  couldft  not  die  more  honourable* 

Q.af,  A  peevilh  Ichool-boy,  worthlefs  of  fuch  honour^ 
Join'd  with  a  masker  and  a  reveller. 

Ant,  Old  CoJPms  ftiU  !  — 

OBa>  Come,  Antony^  away  ; 
Defiance,  traitors,  hurl  we  in  your  teeth  : 
If  you  dare  fight  to  day,  come  to  the  field ; 
If  not,  wlicn  you  have  ilomachs. 

\Exe.  C£lavius,  Antony,  and  Armf^ 

Caf,  Why,  now  blow  wind,  fwcll  biliov/,  and  fvvinxi 
bark  ?  . 
The  ftorm  is  up,  and  all  is  on  the  hazard. 

^ru.  Luci/lusj-^h^ik  a  v/ord  witli  you. 

[Lucilius        AlefTala  Jtam-!  forth, 

Luc,  My  lord.  [Brutus  fpeaks  apart  fo  Lucilius. 

Caj:  MeJ/b.la.  ' 

Mef.  What  fays  my  General  ?  ,  ' 

Caf,  Mejfalti, 
This  is  my  birth-day  ;  as  this  very  day 
V/as  Cafftus  born.    Give  me  thy  hand,  Meffala  ; 
Be  thou  my  witnefs^  that  againlr  my  will. 
As  Pompcy  was,  am  I  compelTd  to  let 
Upon  one.  battle  all  our  liberties. 
You  know,  that,  I  held  Epicurus  ilrong, 
And  his  opinion;  now  I  change  my  mind; 
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And  partly  credit  things,  that  do  prefage. 

Coming  from  Sardis,  on  our  foremoft  enfign 

'i  wo  mighty  eagles  fell  ;  and  there  they  perch'd  ; 

Gorgihg  and  feeding  from  our  Soldiers  hands, 

Who  toPhilippi  here  conforted  us 

This  Morning  are  they  fled  away  and  gone. 

And,  in  their  Heads,  do  ravens,  crows  and  kites 

Fly  o'er  our  heads  ;  and  downward  look  on  us. 

As  we  were  fickly  prey  ;  their  ftiadows  feem 

A  canopy  mOii  fata],  under  which 

Our  army  lies  ready  to,  give  the  ghoft. 

Mef.  Believe  not  fo. 

Qaf,  I  but  believe  it  partly ; 
For  I  am  frelli  of  fpirit,  and  refolv'd 
To  meet  all  peril,  very  conitantly. 

Bru\  Evenfo,  Ludlhis. 

Quf,  Now,  moil  noble  B;-«to, 
The  gods  to  day  lland  friendly  ;  that  we  may. 
Lovers  in  peace,  lead  on  our  days  t»  age  ? 
But  fmce  th'  affairs  of  men  reil  ftill  incertain. 
Let's  reafon  with  the  woril  that  may  befal,  , 
If  we  ;lo  lofe  this  battel,  then  is  this 
The  very  laft  time  we  fhall  fpeak  together. 
What  are  you  then  determined  to  do  ? 

Br«.  Ev'n  by  the  rule  of  that  Philofophy, 
By  which  I  did  blame  Qato^  for  the  death 
Which  he  did  give  himfelf ;  I  know  not  how. 
But  I  do  find  it  cowardly,  and  vile. 
For  fear  of  what  might  fall,  fo  to  prevent 
The  time  of  life  ;  arming  myfelf  v/ith  patience, 

Itay  the  providence  of  fome  high  powers. 
That  govern  us  below. 

Qaf  Then  if  we  lofe  this  battel. 
You  are  contented  to  be  led  in  triumph 
Through  theitreets  oi  Rome. 

Y)ru,  No,  QaJJtus,  no;  think  not,  t\iOMn(h\Q  Ro?7ian^ 
That  ever  ^mius  will  go  bound  to  Rome  ; 
He  bears  too  great  a  mind.    But  this  fame  day  ' 
Mull  end  that  Work,  the  Ides  of  March  begun  ; 
And,  whether  we  llxall  meet  again,  I  know  not ; 

Therefore 
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Therefore  our  everlafling  farewel  take  ; 
For  ever,  and  forever,  farewel,  Caf]uis  \ 
If  we  do  meet  again,  why,  we  iliali  fmile  ; 
If  not,  why,  then  this  parting  was  well  mnde. 

Caf.  For  ever,  and  for  ever,  farewel  Brutus  I 
Jf  we  do  meet  again,  we'll  fmile  indeed  ; 
If  not,  'tis  true,  this  parting  was  well  made. 

Why  then,  lead  on.   O,  that  a  man  might  know 
The  end  of  this  day's  bufmefs  ere  it  come  ! 
But  it  fufficeth,  that  the  day  will  end  ;  ■ 
And  then  the  end  is  known.  Come,  ho,  av^^ay  [^Exeunt, 
Alaru7n,    Enter  Brutus  and  MefTala. 
Bru.  Ride,  ride,  Me/fala  ;  ride,  and  give  thefe  bills 
Unto  the  legions,  on  the  ether  fide.  [_Loud alarum 

L^t  them  fet  on  at  once ;  for  I  perceive 
But  cold  demeanour  in  OSia<vius'  wing  ^ 
And  fudden  Pufh  gives  them  the  overthrow. 
Ride,  ride,  MeJJlila  ;  let  them  all  come  down.    [Exeunt » 
Alarum,    E^fer  C^Sms  ^w^t^Titinius. 
Caf,  O  lock,  Titinius,  look,  the  villains  fly  ! 
My  fclf  have  to  mine  own  turn'd  enemy  ; 
This  enfign  here  of  mine  was  turning  back, 
I  flew  the  coward,  and  did  take  it  from  him. 

7/'/.  O  C^^.us,  Brutus  gave  the  wofd  too  early  ; 
Who  having  fome  advantage  o\i  OBwvius^ 
Took  it  too  eagerly  ;  his  foldiers  fell  to  fpoil, 
Whilii  we  by  Antony  were  all  inclos'd. 

Enter  Pindar  us. 
P/V/,  Fly  further  cfr,  my  lord,  fly  further  off  \ 
Mark  Aritony  is  in  your  Tents,  my  lord  ; 
Fly  therefore^  n@ble  Cajjius^  fiy  far  off, 

Caf.  This  hill  is  far  enough.    Look,  look,  Titinius, 
Are  thofe  my  Tents^  where  I  perceive  the  fire  ? 
Tit.  They  are,  my  lord- 
Qaf.  Titinius^  if  thou  lov'il  me. 
Mount  thou  my  horfe,  and  hide  thy  fpurs  in  him, 
*'rill  he  have  brought  thee  up  to  yonder  troops, 
And  here  again  ;  that  I  may  rell  aflur'd, 
Whether  yond  troops  are  friend  or  enemy. 

7it.  I  will  be  here  again,  ev'n  witha  thought.  \_Extt. 
Caf.  Go,  Vindarus,  get  higher  on  that  hill. 
My  fight  was  ever  thick  s  regard  Titinius. 

And 
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And  tell  me  what  thou  notell  about  the  field. 
7'his  day  I  breathed  firil  >  time  is  come  round  ; 
And  where  I  did  begin,  there  fhall  I  end  ; 
My  life  is  run  its  corapafs.    Now,  what  news  ? 

Phzti,  [Aho^ue.']  Oh,  my  lord  ! 

Caf.  What  news? 

Find,  Titinius  is  inclofed  round  about 
With  horfemen,  that  make  to  him  on  the  fpur ; 
Yet  he  fpurs  on.    Now  they  are  almoft  on  him  ; 

^'itinius  !  nowfome  light  oh,  he  lights  too  -  

He's  ta'en  —  and  hark,  they  {liout  for  joy.  [Shouts 

Caf.  Come  down,  behold  no  more  ; 
Oh,  coward  that  lam,  to  live  fo  long. 
To  fee  my  beft  friend  ta'en  before  my  lice ! 

Enter  Pindarus. 

Come  hither  firrah; 

In  Parthia  did  I  take  thee  prifoner  ; 

And  then  I  fwore  thee,  faving  of  thy  life. 

That  whatfoever  I  did  bid  thee  do,  • 

Thou  fliouldft  attempt  it.    Come,  now  keep  thine  oath. 

Now  be  a  freeman  ;  and  with  this  good  fword^ 

That  ran  through  Qafar'^s  bowels,  fearcli  this  bofom. 

Stand  not  to  anfwer;  here,  take  thouthe  hilt: 

And  when  my  Face  is  cover'd,  as  'tis  now, 

Guide  thouthe  fword   Qcefar,  thou  art  reveng'd, 

Ev'n  with  the  fword  that  kili'd  thee. —       {Kills  him/elf. 

f  ind.  So»  I  am  free  ;  yet  would  notfo  have  been, 
Duril:  I  have  done  my  W^ill.    Oh,  QaJJins  ! 
Far  from  this  country  Pindarics  fliail  run. 
Where  never  Bo?nan  fliall  take  note  of  him.  {Exlt^ 
.  '  £?^/^r  Titinius,  MefTala. 

Mef.  It  IS  but  Change,  Titinius ;  for  Oaa^viiis 
Is  overthrown  by  Noble  Brutus^  power. 
As  QaJJjMs^  legions  are  by  Antony ^ 

Tit.  Thefe  tidings  will  well  comfort  CaJJius. 

Mef,  Where  did  you  leave  him  ? 

Tit.  All  difconfolate. 
With  Pindariis  his  bondman,  on  this  hill. 
♦  Mef.  Is  not  that  he  that  lies  upon  the  ground  ? 

Tit.  He  lies  not  like  the  livings    Oh  my  heart? 

Mef.  Is  net  that  he  ? 

Tit,  No,  this  was  he,  Mejfala  %  . 

-But 
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But  C^^«j  is  no  more  !  Oh,  fettingSan! 

As  in  thy  red  rays  thou  deft  fmk  to  night,  - 

So  in  his  red  blood  Caffius'  day  is  let ; 

The  Sun  of  Rcme  is  fet !  our  day  is  gone  ; 

Cloud?,  dews  and  dangers  come ;  our  deeds  are  done,,  . 

Aiiftrufi  of  my  fucceis  hath  done  this  deed. 

Mef,  Miftrufl  of  good  fuccefs  hath  done  this  deed.. 

Oh  hateful  Error,  Melancholy's  child  ! 
^  Why  doil  thou  Ihew  to  the  apt  thoughts  of  men 

The  things  that  are  not  ?  Error,  foon  conceived. 

Thou  never  com'ft  unto  a  happy  birth, 

Butkiiril:  the  mother  that  engendered  thee. 
,  "lit.  What,  Pindarus  f  where  art  thou  Pindarus  ? 
Mef,  Seek  him,  Titinius^;  whilft  I  go  to  meet 
I'he  noble  Brutus^  thrulling  this  report 
Into  his  ears ;  I  may  fay,  thrulling  it ; 

For  piercing  fleel,  and  darts  invenomed. 
Shall  be  as  welcome  to  the  ears  of  Brutusy 
As  tidings  of  tiiis  fight. 

7/>.  Hye  you  Mejfala, 
And  I  will  feek  for  Pindar  us  the  while.        \^ExiL  Meil* 
Why  didll  thou  fend  me  forth,  brave  Cajpus  I 
Did  I  not  meet  thy  friends,  and  did  not  they 
But  on  my  brows  this  wreath  of  vlflory. 
And  bid  me  give  it  thee  ?  didft  thou  not  bear  their  Ihouts? 
Alas  thou  haft  mifconftrued  ev'ry  thing. 
Aut  hold  thee,  take  this  garland  on  thy  brow. 
Thy  Brutus  bid  me  give  it  thee  ;  and  I 
Will  do  his  bidding.    Brutus^  come  apace  ;  « 
And  fee  how  1  regarded  Caius  CaJJtus. 

By  your  leave,  Gods  This  is  a  Romans  part. 

\Stabs  himjelj. 

Come,  CaJJius'*  fword,  and  find  I'itinius  heart.  {Dini, 
Alarupi,    Enter  Brutu  s  MefTala,  yotmg  Cato,  Strato, 

Volumnius,  and  Luciiius 
Bru,  Where,  where,  Mcjfala^  doth  his  body  lie  \ 
Mef,  Lo,  yonder,  and  T^itinius  mourning  it. 
Bru.  Titinius"*  face  is  upward. 
Catg.  He  is  flain. 

Bru.  Oh  Julius  Cafar,  thou  art  mighty  yet ! 
Thy  Spirit  walks  abroad,  and  turns  our  (words 
In  Our  ov/n  proper  entrails.  \Lo^k)  alarums, 

Cato^ 
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Cato,  Brave  Ttti7iiu5  !  - 
Look,  if  he  have  not  crown'd  dead  CaJJius  I 

Bru.  Are  yet  two  Romans  living,  fuch  as  thefe  r 
Thou  laft  of  all  the  Romaus  !  fare  thee  well ; 
It  is  impofiible,  that  ever  Ro?ne 
Should  breed  thy  fellow.    Friends,  I  owe  more  tears 
To  this  dead  man,  than  you  ihall  fee  me  pay. 
I  fnail  find  time,  Caffius,  I  fhall  find  time  ■» 
Come,  therefore,  and  to  7'>6^^3-f  fend  his  body  : 
His  funeral  fhall  not  be  in  our  Camp, 
Leil:  it  difcomfort  us.     Luciiius,  come  ;  * 
And  come  young  Ci^^fl' ;  let  us  to  the  field. 
Labioy  2.nd  F/a^-j I ^^s,  fet  cur  battels  on. 
'Tis  three  o'  clock  ;  and  Roinanu  yet  ere  night 
We  fhall  try  fortune  in  afecond  fight.  [^Exeitnt. 

Alarum,    Enter  Brutus,  MelTala,  Cato,  Lucilius,  and 

Flavins. 

Bru.  Yet  Countrymen,  oh  yet,  hold  up  your  heads. 

Caio.  What  baftard  doth  not  .^^  who  will  go  with  me? 
I  will  proclaim  my  name  about  the  field. 
1  am  the  Son  of  Marcus  Cafo,  ho  ! 
A  foe  to  tyrants,  and  my  Country's  friend. 
I  am  the  Son  of  Marcus  Cato^  ho  ! 

Enter  Soldiers  and  fight. 

Br/^.  And  I  am  Marcus  Brutus,  \i 

Brutus,  my  Country's  friend  ;  kncAV  me  for  ^rwAv/.  lExzf, 

Luc.  Oh  young  and  noble  Cato,  art  thou  down  ? 
WHiy,  now  thou  dlcft.as  bravely  as  Titinius  ; 
And  may'it  be  honoured,  bt^ing  Cato's  Son. 

Sold.  Yield,  or  thou  diell. 

Luc.  Only  I  yield  to  die  ; 
There  is  fo  much,  that  thou  wilt  kill  me  flraiglit ; 
K'lW  Brutur^  and  be  honoured  in  his  death. 
.  Sold.  We  mull  not.    A  Noble  Prifoner  ! 

Antony. 

2  Sold.  Room,  ho !  tell  Antony,  Brutus  is  ta'en. 
i  Sold,  ril  tell  the  news,  here  comes  the  General : 
Brutus  is  ta'en,  Brutus  is  ta'en,  my  Lord. 
AjJt.  Where  is  he  t 

Luc.  Safe,  Anto?iy  ;  Brutus  is  fafe  enough, 
I  dare.  afTure  thee,  that  no  enemy 
Shall  ever  take  alive  the  noble  Brutus : 
The  Gods  defend  him  from  fo  great  a  ftiame  !  When 
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When  you  do  find  him  or  alive,  or  dead,  '■ 

He  v/ill  be  found  like  Brutus^  like  himielf.  -'-^ 

Ant.  This  is  not  friend,  butlafiure 

"    A  prize  no  lefs  in  worth  ;  keep  this  man  fafe, 
Cive  him  all  kindnefs.    I  had  rather  have 
Such  men  my  friend?^  than  enemies.    Go  on. 
And  fee  if  Brutus  be  alive  or  dead  ; 
And  bring  us  word  unto  OSlanjtus'  Tent. 
How  every  thing  is  chanc'd.  \F.xcunf, 
I    Enter  Brutus,  Dardanius,  Clitus,  Strato^  ^//^  Volumnius. 

Brii,  Come,  poor  Remains  of  friends,  reft  on  this  rock. 

Cli,  Statilius  ihew'd  the  torch-light,  but,  my  Lord, 
He  came  notbfick,  he  is  or  ta'en,  orflain. 

Bru,^  Sit  thee  down,  Clitus  ;  flaying  is  the  word  ; 
It  is  indeed  in  falhion.    Hark  thee,  Clitus — [fVhifpering^ 

Cli,  What  I,  my  Lord?  no,  not  for  all  thp  worlds 

Bn/.  Peace  then,  no  words. 

Cli,  ril  rather  kill  my  felf. 

E/'T/.  Hark  thee,  Dardanius  ! 

Dar,  *I  do  fuch  a  deed  ? 

Cli,  Oh  Darda7nus  !  ' 

Dar,  Oh  Clitus  ! 

Cli.  What  ill  requeft  did  Brtitus  make  to  thee  ? 

Dar,  To  kill  him,  Clitus  :  look,  he  meditates^ 

Cli.  Now  is- that  noble  Veffcl  full  of  grief. 
That  it  runs  over  even  rtt  his  eyes. 

Bru,  Come  hither,  good  Volumnius ;  lift  a  word. 

Fol.  What  fays  my  Lord  ? 

Bru,  Why,  this,  Folumnius ; 
The  Ghoft  of  C^/ar  hath  appear'dtome        ~  ^ 
Two  feveral  times  by  night  ;  at  Sardis^  once  ; 
And,  this  laft  night,  here  in  Philippi  fields. 
l  know,  my  hour  is  com.e. 

Fol,  Not  fo,  my  Lord. 

Bru.  Nay,  lamfureitis,  Fohmnius, 
Thou  feeft  the  world,  Volii?iznius^  how  it  goes  ; 
Our  enemies  have  beat  us  to  the  pit :  [^Alaruff:^ 
Jt  is  more  v/orthy  to  leap  in  qur  felves.  ' 
Than  tarry,  'till  they  puih  us.    Gooil  Folummus, 
Thou  know'il,  that  we  two  v/^nt  to  f:hool  together ; 
Even  for  that,  our  love  of  old,"  I  pr'ythce, 
Jlold  thou  myf\Yprd's  hilt,  while  I  nmonit. 
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VoL  That's  not  an  office  for  a  Friend,  my  Lord. 

\_  Alar  urn  JiiH^ 

Cli.  Fly,  fly,  my  "Lord  ;  there  h  no  tarrying  here. 

^nu.  Farewel  to  you,  and  you,  and  you  Volumiiius, 
Strata,  thou  halt  been  all  this  afleep  ; 

Farewel  to  thee  to©,  Strata.  Countrymen, 

My  heart  doth  Joy,  that  yet,  in  all  my  life, 

T  found  no  man,  but  he  was  true  to  me. 

I  fhall  have  Glory  by  this  Ipfingday, 

More  than  O Statins,  and  Mark  Antony^ 

By  this  vile  Conqueil  Diali  attain  unto. 

So,  fare  you  well  at  once  ;  for  Brutus'  tongue 

Hath  almoft  ended  his  life's  hiilory. 

Night  hangs  upon  mine  eyes,  my  bones  would  reft. 

That  have  but  laboured  to  attain  this  hour. 

[^Alarum.    Cry  within ^  fly,  fly^  jSy^' 

CU,  Fly,  my  Lord,  fly.~  

^ru.  Hence  ;  I  will  follow  thee. 
J  pr'ythee.  Strata^  ftay  thou  by  thy  Lord  ; 
Thau  art  a  Fellow  of  a  good  refped  ; 
Thy  life  hath  had  fome  Imatch  of  honour  in't. 
Hold  then  my  fv/prd,  and  tarn  away  thy  face, 
While  I  do  run  upon  it.    Wilt  thou,  Strata  ? 

Stra.  Give  me  your  hand  jirfl — fare  you  well  ray  Lord!, 

'Brit.  Farewel,  good  Sfrato ;  — C^far,  now  be  itill ; 
J  kiii'd  not  thee  with  half  fo  good  a  will. 

^He  runs  on  his  Jkvordy  and  dies^ 
Alarum,    Retreat.    Enter  Antony,  06lavius,  Meffab, 
Lucilius,  and  the  army, 

Oaa,  What  Man  is  that  ? 

Mef.  My  Mafter's  Man.    Strato^  vvhere  is  thy  Mafter  ? 

Stra.  Freefronl  the  bondage  you  are  in,  Mcffala  i 
The  ConquVors  can  but  make  a  lire  of  him  : 
por  Brutus  only  overcanie  himfelf ; 
And  no  man  elfe  hath  honour  by  his  death. 

Lnc.  So  Br/{tus  fliould  be  found.   I  thank  thee,  Bnetus^ 
That  thou  hallprov'd  Lucilius'  Saying  true. 

Oda.  All  that  ferv'd  Brutus^  I  will  entertain  then:>. 
jFeliow,  wilt  thou  bellow  thy  time  with  me  ? 

Stra.  Ay,  if  will  prefer  me  to  ^ou, 

Ocia,  Do  fo  good  McJJala. 

Mef,  How  died  my  Lord,  StraSd, 


72  Julius   C  ^  s  a  r. 

Sfra.  I  held  the  fword,  and  he  did  run  on  it. 

Me/  OSia^uius,  then  take  him  to  follow  thee. 
That  did  the  lateft  fervice  to  my  Mafter. 

Jnt,  This  was  the  nobleft  Roman  Q^  them  all: 
All  the  Conlpirators^  fave  only  he^ 
Did  that  they  did  in  envy  of  grc  at  C^far  ; 
He,  only,  in  a  general  honeil  thought. 
And  common  Good  to  all,  made  one  of  them* 
His  life  was  gentle,  and  the  elements 
So  mixt  in  him,  that  nature  might  iland  up, 
And  fay  to  all  the  world  ;      This  was  a  Man  ? 

0£la.  According  to  his  virtue,  letus  ufehim; 
With  all  refpedl,  and  rites  of  burial. 
Within  my  Tent  his  bones  to  night  fhall  lye, 
Moll  like  a  Soldier,  order'd  honourably. 
So  call  the  £eld  to  Reft  ;  and  let's  away. 
To  part  the  Glories  of  this  happy  day.      \Exeunt  omnes^ 


F  I  N  I  S, 


WHEREAS  R.  Walker,  and  his  Accomplices 
have  printed  and  publifhed  feveral  of  Shake/pear  s 
Plays,  and  to  fcreen  their  innumerable  Errors,  adver- 
tize, that  they  are  printed  as  they  are  adled  ;  and  induf- 
trioufiy  report,  that  the  faid  Plays  are  printed  from  Co- 
pies made  ufe  of  at  the  Theatres.  I  therefore  declare, 
in  Juilice  to  the  ProprietorF,  whofe  Right  is  bafely  in- 
vadedj  as  well  as,  in  Defence  of  my  felf,  that  no  Per- 
fon  ever  had,  diredly,  or  indiredly,  from  me  any  fuch 
Copy  or  Copies ;  neither  would  I  be  acceffiry,  on  any 
Account,  to  the  impofmg  en  the  Publick  fuch  ufekfs, 
pirated,  and  maimed  Editions,  as   are  publiflied  by  ^the 

W.  Che  TV/ g  o  d. 

Prompter  to  his  Mojejlys 
Company  of  Commedians 
at  the  Theatre  Royal  in 
Drury-Lane. 


